Dear Diary 


A short story by jokermon 
This is a work of erotic fantasy fiction. If it is unlawful for you to read this type of material where you reside, don’t read it. Feedback 
is welcome, flames are not: sasquatch_9@hotmail.com. This story is copyright©2006 the author. 


June 5 
Dear Diary: 


| went to the gym tonight, straight from work. These long hours are a pain. | ran into that mousey woman 
who always seems to come late, like me. Unlike me, | think she chooses to exercise late at night because 
she’s shy, or maybe antisocial. She always seems too rushed or flustered to talk to me. 


| don’t mind working out in a nearly empty club. It’s actually a bonus because I’ve never been comfortable 
in communal showers like this one has. The gym near our old home had private stalls, but with this one 
it’s like girl’s phys-ed all over again. I’m pretty sure Mousey waits until l'm done before heading in, and 
that’s just fine by me. This place is like a tomb after 10pm, and that attendant does nothing but sleep all 
night. | have more privacy here then at home. 


Today | cheated on my promise to quit smoking, but only once. 
June 12 


33 years old. What a dreadful birthday! | don’t know where the time has gone. Robert doesn’t look a day 
over 23 and he’s two years older than | am. Men are so lucky that way. It’s that old double standard: 
women become crones, while men become distinguished. | shouldn't bitch. Sometimes when | look at 
him, | could just eat him up; I’m so lucky to have such a foxy husband in such great shape. Have | 
mentioned that recently? Lol. | just wish we had more time to be intimate. 


| wonder if he regrets never having kids. 
June 15 
Hi Diary, 


Robert has hired the Kelsey boy from two doors down to do our gardening. Between our new jobs and the 
move, our neglect is showing; the lawn, front and back, is a jungle. The boy seems pleasant enough, and 
is certainly a nice-looking chap. He’s about 17, blonde, very fit and wholesome. He would drive the young 
girls wild if he were a little more confident and less innocent. He has the bright eyes and apple cheeks of a 
boy scout. Honestly, he doesn’t look old enough to drive. 


Robert later joked about me having Mrs. Robinson thoughts and it made me mad, | guess because I’m so 
frustrated. It’s been so long since we made love, over a month and that’s no joke. We've been working so 
hard and we've both been so tired recently. Scratch that, I’ve been tired. Robert has been working from 
home this week, so I’m sure he’s doing much better. All | have the strength for once | get home is a bath, 
Thai take-out and uninterrupted sleep. 


Robert insists | mustn’t sacrifice my workouts. | pretend to protest, but really, my time at the gym keeps 
me sane. Burning off all that unused sexual energy is therapeutic and getting me in better shape than I’ve 
ever been. 


Originally posted on January 22, 2006 
http://www. Obsidian.net/futa/forum/index.php?showtopic = 13972 
This story is copyright ©2006 the author. 





June 16 


| had a bad moment watching Robert out there with the Kelsey kid today (his name’s Adam, | think). 
Robert was standing next to him, showing him how to use our ungodly German mower, and they looked 
so much like father and son | suddenly felt | might cry. The boy clearly looks up to Robert. He paid rapt 
attention while my husband was talking (he was probably telling him about his time in the marines) and 
there was nothing but admiration in his eyes. Robert liked talking with him, and it got me wondering all 
over again if he felt cheated out of being a Dad by my inability to conceive. Or if by marrying me, he 
bought a lemon. 


Oh shit, why do | even write things like that? 
Mrs. Robinson. Give me a break. l'Il take my own beautiful husband any day. Sigh. | just wish | could. 


ps — Almost forgot - Mousey has a name! It’s /rmgard. Can you believe that? We were working the 
steppers the other day and | was wondering about how late it was getting. | asked her if she had the time 
and we just started talking. She’s so shy, but I think that’s because she’s new in this country. | thought | 
had it rough being new in town! She’s from Sweden (she pronounces it Sveden — her grammar is perfect, 
but she has the most adorable accent) and she’s only 18! | never would have guessed. She seems much 
older, but | suppose that’s just because of the way she carries herself. Her hair is always in her face, and 
her clothes are strictly yard sale. 


She told me she lives with her parents, who moved to San Diego because her father’s company promoted 
him to head up a new office here. 


That must be tough, and especially for such a shy young girl: moving to a new country, leaving all your 
friends ... it really puts my woes in perspective. 


It’s too bad she has so little self-confidence. I’m sure she'd be a very pretty girl if she tried. Her hair is all 
stringy and ratty, but it’s nothing a little conditioner wouldn’t cure. 


We talked about her starting at the University in the fall. The poor thing is terrified. She’d picked up a lot 
of nonsense from old movies, and had nightmares about hazings and paddlings. It felt good to put her 
worst fears to rest, although it was hard to do with a straight face. 


| found she was ignorant of a lot of real pitfalls - frat parties, nasty boys with doped drinks, university 
parking lots after dark, things like that. | promptly set her straight on those. 


It would be nice to be a big sister to her. It would certainly take my mind off my own problems to help her 
come out of her shell. That is, of course, if she wants to. 


pps — | didn’t smoke a single cigarette all week! Yay me! 
June 18 


Robert asked me if it was all right for Adam Kelsey to use our swimming pool. It struck me as odd 
because he seemed so anxious about it, like he was worried | would say no. | told him that was fine as 
long as Adam didn’t bring all his friends over or stay til all hours of the night. Robert was absurdly 
grateful. | wonder if I’ve been acting moodier than usual. 
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Irmgard is a sweetheart. She brings me her homemade banana bread and we have lovely talks about our 
respective school experiences and life in general. She has a part-time summer job in an ice cream parlor 
and she says she works out because she makes too-frequent use her employee discount. I’m glad | never 
worked in an ice cream store - with my weakness for Mint Chocolate Chip, | would have turned into a 
blimp in no time. 


I’m glad to see all her panic about this fall fade away. She still hides behind her hair and carries herself like 
someone trying desperately to be invisible, but she has such a good heart, it makes me feel quite fierce 
and protective when | think of her facing all those sly college boys. 


| think | understand why Robert is bonding with Adam. | don’t mind anymore. 
June 26 
Dear Diary, 


Wow. | can’t believe what I’m about to write here, and | saw it myself. | can’t believe [illegible - scratched 
out] 


| can’t write this yet. | need a minute. 
Later 
Okay, I’m better. 


| was at the gym last night, and as usual, Irmgard was already there. | used to wonder why she always 
wore concealing clothes, but no more. 


Oops, I’m getting ahead of myself. 
Deep breath. 


We both worked up a good sweat, chatting like old friends (for all her naïveté, she’s very mature for 18 — 
much more so than | was at that age) and | hit the showers first. | toweled off, got dressed, and heard 
Irmgard start her shower. | remembered | had promised to let her try out this great conditioner | had 
brought with me, so without thinking, | went to the shower to give it to her. 


| have to say that it never entered my mind that | was doing anything inappropriate; we had really hit it off 
in these last few weeks, and | already considered her a good friend. Anyway, she always takes forever in 
there, and | didn’t have the time to wait around for her to finish. 


So | went in, and at first, it was kind of hard to see for all the steam. The showers here make such a 
racket, | know she didn’t hear me walk in, and | was about to call out when | saw her. 


Irmgard’s body is beautiful. She stood with her back partially to me, and her head tilted back. She’s very 
toned, and her skin is creamy. I'd say she wears about a C cup bra, a size or two smaller than mine, and 
my boobs were never that firm even at her age. | immediately noticed her nipples: they were rose-pink and 
erect in the spray. She has a tiny waist and very well-developed hips, giving her nice firm, full bum. Her 
legs are curvy and muscular from all her time on the Stairmaster. Her face, finally visible with her wet hair 
plastered back, has deceptively arrogant cheekbones, and a full, expressive mouth. 
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| was not expecting this. She was such a vision of feminine beauty and perfection that I’m afraid | just 
gaped for a moment or two. 


Her mouth was open a little, and her eyes were closed. She seemed to be off in her own little world. Her 
hands were between her legs, and | belatedly realized, with a guilty little thrill, that my young friend was 
masturbating. | scolded myself for intruding, but kept right on watching. My sexual frustration has my 
prurient interests in overdrive. 


After a few more moments of furtively enjoying Irmgard’s lovely body (well, more than a few, to be 
honest), | decided to be discreet and slip away. Then she shifted her weight a bit, turning her body more 
towards me. My eyes of course dropped to between her legs. Her hands were wrapped around something 
long and thick that stuck out from between her legs. At first | couldn't see for all the steam, | could only 
make out her hands sliding back and forth. For a moment | was confused. | thought, is that a dildo? Then 
the steam cleared and | just about passed out. 


Irmgard has a penis! And not just any penis - it’s huge’ It jutted out at least a foot, all thick and smooth 
and threaded with blue veins. It had a fat angry foreskin rolled back from a smooth, pink, plum-like head. 
She was masturbating with some shower gel, using both hands, and even through the steam, | could see 
it throbbing. 


Before | could fully register the impossibility of what | was seeing, the first thought that popped into my 
head was, Good Lord, that’s much bigger than Robert’s! 


Then the full impact hit me and | was properly thunderstruck. | couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but 
stare. 


Odd little details registered in my shocked brain. A set of immense balls swung below her moving hands, 
dripping and running with soap suds. Irmgard’s pubic hair was a regular forest, a big golden triangle, 
slightly darker than the blonde hair she has on top and all lathered up. Through her bush, | could see the 
unbroken course of skin running from her mons through the haft of her penis — it was undeniably a flesh- 
and-blood part of her body. | noticed Irmgard’s tan lines, showing that she wore a modest two-piece 
swimsuit when she sunbathes. The bottle of shower gel lay at her feet, rattling with the shower droplets 
that struck it. 


My next cogent thought was / can’t believe Irmgard is a boy, but that was merely the first explanation to 
which my overtaxed brain had leapt. | didn’t really believe that for a second. Her body, aside from that 
mind-bending appendage, was entirely too female. 


The confirmation came later, when one of Irmgard’s hands slipped down to cup and massage her balls. 
She lifted her sac and revealed what could only be a vulva below it! Her hand slipped lower, and she 
rubbed her clitoris around and around with the pads of her fingers before putting her hand back around her 
penis. My brain could not resolve what | was seeing as real, even though it was right in front of me. | 
experienced a wave of vertigo, and | thought | might really faint. 


| didn’t faint, and this vision didn’t vanish in a puff of smoke, either. Irmgard kept masturbating, and | saw 
her breathing quicken and her balls pull up tight against the base of her penis. | had an odd moment of 
déja vu; Robert’s balls do that same thing when he’s ready to come. 


Robert is not a small man, but Irmgard’s penis is at least half again his size. Also, Robert’s cock tends to 
stick straight out, while hers has a brash upward curve. Her balls were drawn up so tightly, the swollen 
nodule of her clitoris was visible below them. 
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She stroked herself faster, and her mouth opened wider in a dreamy smile. | had another odd observation: 
huge organ and all, Irmgard was unquestionably beautiful at that moment. 


Then her smile disappeared into a grimace and she gave a low, sexy groan. She shuddered, and suddenly 
long, thick streams of semen began squirting from her penis. | was absolutely amazed at the quantity and 
force of her ejaculation; she painted the wall with her spurts. | couldn’t even begin to keep count of them. 


She grunted and moaned and even her red-faced frown of effort was pretty. She switched to loud panting 
as she tapered off, and her smile, now lazy and content, came back. 


As for me, | finally came to my senses and backed away, absolutely stunned in every cell of my body. | 
barely remembered my bag when | fled the gym. 


| thought | was breathless from running to my car, but as | turned the key in the ignition, | realized it was 
much more than that. | was turned on. My panties were drenched and my nipples were so stiff they hurt. 
My thighs were trembling. | felt excited, swollen and hot all over. | could barely focus on my driving, and 
small wonder — when | glanced at myself in the rearview mirror, my pupils were the size of nickels. The 
fact of my arousal amazed me almost as much as what I’d seen. 


| hadn't driven two blocks when | decided | couldn’t stand it. | pulled into the dark parking lot of a closed 
supermarket and parked in the darkest, furthest corner. No sooner had | killed the engine than my hands 
were in my sweatpants. | masturbated. | didn’t care that | was in a public place. | didn’t even check to see 
if anyone was around! 


| kept picturing the sudsy bulk of Irmgard’s penis, the cute way her face scrunched up as she climaxed, 
and the fountains of sperm. | remembered the sexy way her body jerked as she came, and that did it for 
me. | came, grunting, in the front seat of my sedan in the corner of a deserted parking lot. My face was 
so hot my cheeks felt sunburnt. I’d never come so fast in my life! 


The funny thing was that first orgasm hardly took the edge off. | kept going. | twisted myself sideways so 
| could keep one hand on my vagina and put the index finger of my right hand up my asshole. | was 
groaning and gyrating in my seat like a madwoman, and my panties were soaked right through. My long- 
deprived body asserted its needs and | had to masturbate twice more before | was calm enough to 
continue home. 


| had nearly forgotten what being turned on was like. My body was all tingly and | was acutely aware of 
my clothes against me. They felt rough to my now-sensitive skin, like I’d slept in them. 


At a red light, | fumbled with my purse for my forbidden pack of emergency cigarettes. To hell with good 
intentions and New Year's resolutions, | needed a smoke, by God, and after what I'd seen, all bets were 
off. | took a deep drag, and Diary, Jesus it was good. | could feel that nicotine roll through my overheated 
bloodstream in a cool rush of concentrated evil. | drove around slowly so | could smoke a second one 
before | got home. | drove with the windows down to get rid of the smell of the smoke, and my own 
scent as well. The interior of the car smelled like an orgy had taken place in there. 


Once home, | slunk into the bathroom. Boneless and light-headed, | stripped off and disposed of my soiled 
clothes like an adulteress. | saw my flushed, guilty face in the mirror and ran my hands over my breasts, 
half-expecting to see hickeys and love bites. My nipples were so swollen they looked like traffic cones. 


As | peeled off my underwear | couldn’t believe how gooey | was. My fingers slipped inside myself 
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effortlessly; I'd never been so wet. | took a shower, and had no choice but to keep on masturbating. | had 
to stuff Robert’s washcloth in my mouth to keep the noise down because my final orgasm of the night 
was such a doozy. My whole body felt so weak after that | could barely towel off and get into bed. Robert 
was already asleep and, feeling more like an adulteress than ever, | slipped silently into bed next to him. 
I’m not proud to say | slept like a baby. | can’t remember when | slept so long and deeply. 


I’m writing this the next morning, still curled up in bed. Robert has been up for hours and left me a cup of 
coffee by the bedside, the darling. It’s Saturday, thank God, and for once | don’t have to work through 
the weekend. Despite all the strangeness, | feel good: cozy, sated and happy, like a well-fed kitty. 


I’m still trying to get my head around the whole experience. 


I’m reasonably sure what | saw was physically impossible. I’d never in my life heard of anyone with that 
kind of ... what? Deformity? Condition? I’m still weirded out, a day later. I'm an Assistant Editor for a 
women’s magazine, for God’s sake, not a geneticist. This is so beyond me. 


Poor Irmgard. | can’t imagine having to carry around such a secret. Good grief, no wonder the girl’s so 
shy! This explains everything. 


| don’t know how I’m going to face her. | can’t get that enormous penis out of my head. | think about 
what it would be like to be penetrated by such a huge organ and it makes me all shivery and wanting to 
masturbate again. | don’t know how l'Il conceal the fact that I’m on to her. I’m such a terrible liar. At the 
same time, | don’t want to cut her out of my life - | know how abandoned she'd feel. Poor thing, it’s not 
her fault she’s a hermaphrodite. | had to look the word up this morning. 


There’s the lawnmower again. Adam’s doing the backyard today. 
June 27 

Ooh Diary, | am a wicked woman. Wicked, wicked wicked. 
Although | am also a much happier one, now. Oh yes indeedy. 


Yesterday, after writing all about Irmgard’s you-know-what and my reaction to it, | took a long bath and 
puttered around the house for a bit. Mostly | continued with the endless task of unpacking all these boxes. 
Finally, | managed to put Irmgard on the back burner. 


Then | noticed the mower had stopped. | looked out into the backyard and saw that Adam was done for 
the day and rolling the mower back into the shed. 

He came back out and matter-of-factly began stripping by the poolside. My jaw dropped, and then | saw 
he was wearing his Speedos underneath, which were nearly as skimpy as any of my bikinis. 


My, my. For all his boyish looks, Adam has the body of an Olympic swimmer. His skin is peachy and 
smooth, like a girl’s. He had his back to me as he dropped his pants, revealing a tight pair of buns that 
very nicely filled out his swimsuit. His biceps and calf muscles were like grapefruits, and had me pursing 
my lips. Ordinarily | never check out teenage boys like some lecherous old slut, but Irmgard had left me 
distracted, with sex on the brain. It was all her fault. 


When he turned around, | gasped. That boy had a whopping great package in the front of his Speedos, 
hugely out of proportion to his slender body, and he can’t be more than five foot seven. | shook my head, 
bemused. First Irmgard and now Adam; | felt like I'd been teleported to the Planet of the Big Dicks. 
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| could feel my blood stirring as | watched him dive into the pool and swim around. He really was a lovely 
boy and | imagined his parents must be very proud of him. | noticed that Robert was also watching him, 
standing by the window of his study. | thought it was sweet of him to play lifeguard. | shook my head 
again, and went off to prepare lunch. 


Robert’s office door was shut, and when | knocked he called out that he was in the middle of something 
and would make himself a sandwich later. He sounded very distracted, distant. | was a little disappointed; 
after ogling Adam, | was half-hoping I'd be able to coax him back into the bedroom. 


| ate on the patio, and after I'd cleaned up, | noticed Adam had finished his swim and was now sunning 
himself on one of our long deck chairs. He was leaning back, his eyes were closed and he was lazily 
smearing lotion over his chest. His legs were spread wide open and his feet planted on the deck. The 
bulge in his swimsuit was nothing short of obscene. The material was so wet and clingy | could actually 
tell he was circumcised. He shifted a bit, and the movements made his fat penis uncoil a bit in its pouch. 
It sent a shiver through me. 


| caught a hint of movement at Robert’s study window and realized he was still playing lifeguard. 


Now that is really too much, | thought. Concern for Adam's well-being was all fine and good, but not at 
the expense of his frustrated wife. Without a further thought | went and changed into my skimpiest bikini. 
It had thong-backed bottoms that rose in a Y over my hips, and the top was really too small for my big 
boobs. | loved the way it excited Robert, though, and | usually only wore it when | was looking to get laid. 


| fluffed up my hair, and just to go completely over the top, stepped into a pair of red high-heeled pumps. 


| strode breezily out to the pool, swaying my hips a bit too much, making everything bounce and jiggle 
every which way. | was immediately aware of the open air and the hot sun on all my bare flesh. 


“Hello Adam,” | trilled. “How’s the water today?” 


The poor boy swallowed his tongue. He goggled at me for a good 5 seconds before he stuttered, “uh, 
really nice.” 


“Oh excellent,” | said with a bright smile. | stepped out of my shoes and slinked to the poolside, 
pretending not to notice how his eyes were frantically zigzagging over every exposed inch of me. | turned 
my back to him, and tried not to giggle at his audible gasp at the sight of my blatantly displayed ass. | 
dove into the pool and had a delightful swim. The day was brutally hot, and the cool water was a 
blessing. In addition, | hadn’t had a chance to use this lovely pool of ours once since we’d moved in, and | 
was long overdue for a nice long dip. | splashed, backstroked and swam laps. Adam was staring at me 
open-mouthed the whole time, which gave me a nice exhibitionistic tingle. 


When | emerged, dripping and refreshed, he was lying awkwardly on his stomach, clearly trying to conceal 
what must have been a very painful erection. His face was flushed and he looked cuter than ever, 
because he was so flustered. | finally took pity on him, and wrapped myself in my towel to present less of 
a visual distraction. 


Before | went in, | let my towel dip a bit and asked politely, “Would you like a snack, Adam, or a soda?” 


With admirable composure, he just as politely declined. Smiling, | went to the bedroom to change and ran 
straight into Robert, charging like a bull out of his study. He was grinning ear-to-ear and his eyes had a 
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meaningful glint that I'd been dying to see for weeks. He ripped the towel away from me. 


“You are a wicked woman,” he said, and picked me up, caveman style. | shrieked with laughter and play- 
struggled. “Teasing that poor boy like that,” he scolded. “Wicked, wicked, wicked.” 


He gave one of my exposed bum cheeks a spank and carried me laughing into the bedroom and proceeded 
to ravish me eight ways from Sunday. Oh Diary, it was wonderful. He hadn’t been so passionate in ages. 


It was great sex, the kind we used to have all the time, and it’s so good to have it back. We fucked, and 
then (finally!) spent good quality time naked, talking and touching. Then we fucked again. Robert put it up 
my ass that second time, and | welcomed the initial pain because it was just so sweet to have him back in 
me. We ordered pizza from the phone in the bedroom, and Robert put on a robe only for as long as it took 
to pay the delivery boy and bring the pizza back to bed. We ate cheese-strings off each other, and then 
humped so hard we made the crusts rattle in their boxes like maracas. 


It's Sunday afternoon and l'm still sore and sticky. I’m so happy | could sing. It’s another beautiful day 
outside and | feel like everything’s going to be just fine. 


June 28 


Had a lovely workout with Irmgard tonight. This good mood of mine just won't fade. | had decided that | 
didn’t care one bit about her you-know-what, so | treated her no differently. If she wants to tell me about 
it herself, fine. If not, I've decided that’s fine too. It’s her life, her decision, and her business. 


Then | went ahead and spied on her again. I’m sorry! | just couldn't help it. | showered early, and when 
Irmgard came into the changing room all sweaty and ready for her shower ... it was too tempting. | made 
like | was leaving, and hugged her good night (I had to quash an irrational impulse to grind my hips into 
her big buddy), and then snuck back. | heard her start her shower and then waited, giving the steam time 
to develop, and then tiptoed over to peek around the corner. 


Good Lord, that girl is lovely. Big dick and all. She was masturbating again, and | guess this is a nightly 
thing with her. She was partially turned away from me again, so | could see the end of her penis as her 
soapy hands went back and forth. She teased herself, and it was charming to see. She fondled her balls, 
probed and played with her vagina a little, and even her ass some. Her hands went back to her big prick 
to finish things off and soon my delighted eyes were rewarded with the sight of another dramatic orgasm. 
| didn’t know what to watch; her adorable face, mouth open and eyes closed, her thrusting ass, or the 
grand eruption of sperm. | was so excited | stuck a hand in my panties and fingered myself to a bright 
sparkly climax right there. | was grateful again for the showers being so noisy, as | gasped pretty loudly 
when | came. 


When | was done, | watched her for a little while longer as she soaped herself up and then rinsed herself 
off, her movements languid and erotic. Her penis swung between her legs and even soft, she was huge. 
Incredibly, her mood became sensual again, and as she played with her nipples, her penis inflated and 
stood up once more. | was every bit as hot as | had been in the parking lot the last time | watched her, 
and as Irmgard masturbated again, so did |. 


| was still in a soaring high heat as | noticed Irmgard turning off the taps. My legs were like wet pasta, but 
| managed to get out in time. 


As | drove home my cunt was throbbing, and my blood was still rushing. Oh Diary, | don’t know whether 
to be ashamed or proud to admit that | parked in the same deserted lot to masturbate again! 
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| showered again when | got home, feeling like an adulteress again. Strangely, | also felt happy. Spying on 
Irmgard and playing with myself while doing it seemed to satisfy some buried kinky part of me. | never 
dreamed | could be such a voyeur. 


| got into bed naked and pressed my body up against Robert. He was sound asleep, but it still felt good to 
cuddle up to him. 


| whispered in his ear, “I love you,” before | fell asleep. | knew he couldn’t hear me, but that wasn’t the 
point. 


July 1 


Hi Diary, just checking in. Work is such a pain, these screwy hardware upgrades are driving everybody 
crazy. Well, everyone except me. I’m feeling so upbeat and well, sexy these days, nothing seems to get 
me down. We just did a cold system reboot, and since there's nothing l'Il be able to do for the rest of the 
day, I’m free of work four hours early, woohoo! My editor’s idea, not mine. | think he’s coming on to me. 


Tee-hee. Irmgard was in fine form last night. She came three times, every one a gusher. | matched her, 
but she wore me right out, that shameless big-dicked studhussy. She has a birthday coming up. | wonder 
if | should buy her some dildos so | can watch her use them. ROFL! 


| have to watch myself with her. We've really clicked as friends and | don’t want to spoil that. | could 
never admit this to anyone but you, Diary, but sometimes, when we’re talking, | get turned on. Fully 
clothed and everything. | haven’t felt this way about a girl since eighth grade when | had that insane crush 
on my best friend’s older sister. | have to consciously stop myself from becoming flirtatious or even 
seductive with her. | love being with her. I’m sure she feels the same way about me. She turns me on so 
much. 


| hope I’m not falling in love but | can’t be bothered to worry about it. It's not like | love Robert any less 
because my feelings for Irmgard are growing. 


Sigh. I’m horny again, but what else is new these days? It’s alright, feelin fine, good and alive, thank you 
very much. | think l'Il surprise Robert with some new lingerie. Maybe we'll have time for a quickie or two 
before | head to the gym. Robert heaps compliments on me these days, and | love it. | can see the 
muscular definition in my arms and legs now, I’ve dropped about eight pounds but thank God, none of it 
in my bustline. My butt has never been tighter or my thighs sleeker. Life would be great if only | wasn’t 
writing this in traffic, which is absolutely gridlocked right now. Grrrr. Hang on, | think | see an opening. 
Later. 


Later 


My...life...is...over [ragged, uneven writing]. Oh god, it’s all over. Bastard! He promised me! | ... | can’t 
write this now. God | can’t even think! 


Still Later 


Hello again, Diary. I’m sorry for the cliffhanger. Things have gotten very strange. I’ve checked into a motel 
so at least | can freak out in peace. That’s where I’m writing this. Dogs playing cards on the wall. What a 
hole. And the worst part of it is I'm smoking like a chimney. God damn Robert. 
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| owe you an explanation. God knows, you've always been there for me during the weird times. Deep 
breath. 


| came home from work early today, like | mentioned. Robert wasn’t in his office. His office overlooks the 
pool and | thought he might be taking a swim, so | looked out the window. 


The first thing | saw was Adam Kelsey’s naked ass. It was a very cute ass and he was standing in a wide- 
legged stance on the deck, completely nude. | blinked. That cheeky so-and-so has been skinny dipping, | 
thought, but when | saw he wasn’t alone, my heart stopped. 


Robert was there, naked and kneeling in front of him on the deck. My beautiful husband was blowing him! 


Adam had both hands gripping Robert by the hair and was directing his head back and forth. The boy’s 
pretty face was twisted in a smirk. 


“Suck it,” Adam was saying. “Suck it, bitch. My big dick owns you, doesn’t it?” 

To my horror, Robert made a groaning, helpless sound of assent. True to Adam’s words, my husband was 
moaning and slurping loudly and eagerly. He was sucking hard, his cheeks drawn in. Robert’s own penis 
was erect and dancing. 


| was paralyzed with emotions. | can’t even begin to say what | was feeling. Shock, anger, betrayal, 
jealousy ... and titillated. | can’t lie to you, Diary, it was a very erotic sight. 


| was paralyzed. All | could do was watch. | saw Robert's hands fondle Adam's balls, then move around 
to cup his ass. 


Adam pulled back and his prick exited Robert’s mouth. He teased my husband with it. He slapped 
Robert’s face with its fat, sticky column and wagged the red-crowned bulb inches from his open, 
beseeching mouth. 


Adam turned around and presented his firm backside to Robert's face. 
“Lick my ass, Robbie,” he ordered. 


| felt a stab of jealousy as palpable as pain. | was the only one who got to call my husband that, and only 
during our most intimate moments. Robert didn’t hesitate. | felt | might cry as he put his face into Adam’s 
butt and slurped loudly. 


Adam bent forward, opening his ass fully to Robert’s tongue and shivered. He slowly stroked his own 
huge member as my husband serviced him. 


Adam straightened, turned and thrust his hips forward, spearing Robert’s open mouth. He shoved deep, 
and Robert began gagging; | guess his throat was breached. The boy showed him no mercy and fucked 
Robert's throat ruthlessly, drawing out to the tip and then slamming in till my husband's face slapped 
against his belly. 


Look at me going into such detail. God, | am such a masochist. 


Robert made no protest; his face went red but he seemed to like the rough treatment and tried desperately 
to accommodate the boy. His lips stretched in a wide oval around Adam’s enormous prick and his eyes 
were clenched shut in concentration. 
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Adam tilted his blonde head back and shoved faster and harder. His brow furrowed and his mouth opened. 
“Oh that’s it ... use your tongue ... get ready for it, Robbie ...” 


My husband visibly increased his efforts. He moved his head in counterpoint to the thrusts of Adam’s 
hips. He mumbled and moaned into his mouthful of cock. The teenager’s cool facade of control began to 
crumble. He moaned, sounding very young. 


“Put your finger up my ass,” the boy ordered in a trembly voice, and my husband obediently pushed a 
spit-slicked digit up between his cheeks. 


“Oh yeah,” gasped Adam and his pelvis jerked. “Oh ...!” 
He’s coming, | thought in dismay. He's coming in Robert's mouth. 


Robert groaned in ecstasy and swallowed loudly, again and again. Frothy white sperm leaked out of the 
corners of his mouth. 


| couldn’t stop watching. My mouth was dry and my panties were soaking as | watched Robert ease 
Adam down from his peak. Robert stroked his thigh, and asked him something | couldn’t hear. Adam 
nodded, and knelt down on a beach towel on all fours. Robert followed him, licking and fingering the 
boy’s asshole again. Adam’s eyes were closed. 


Robert asked him another low question and Adam nodded again. Post orgasm, the boy’s demeanor was 
softer, less dominant. He almost seemed dazed. 


Robert rose up onto his knees and poured suntan lotion over his own quivering dick. He stroked it in, and 
then liberally anointed Adam’s upturned ass. Two glistening fingers disappeared between those sweet 
cheeks. 


“Ready?” Robert asked clearly. 
“Yeah,” sighed Adam. 


There was such a dreamy look of pleasure on my husband's face as his big prick sank between that boy’s 
firm cheeks that | cried. 


That was enough. | sniffled and got a hold of myself. | wouldn’t watch Robert come too. | turned around 
and walked right out of our house. | couldn’t bear to watch one more second. | stood and listened to his 
moans for a while though, burning all over. 


As the tears trickled down my cheeks, another type of wetness was trickling down my thigh. | can’t lie: 
through all my rage and heartbreak, my traitorous pussy was a throbbing, juicing furnace of sexual need. 


| drove to this motel, the first one | came to, tossed my purse on the chair and my clothes on the floor 
and dropped naked on the bed to masturbate with a big dildo | had purchased at the lingerie shop. | had 
planned to give it to Irmgard as a gag birthday gift. | came so hard | passed out. 


2:00pm 
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| knew that Robert had had sex with men before we married. We had told each other everything about our 
lives. When he was young, he had sex with his brothers, but he said it was from the natural curiosity of 
typically oversexed boys rather than any gay or even bisexual predilection. | had been taken aback by this, 
but Robert was so matter-of-fact about it that he completely disarmed me. Robert’s eyes were 
unmistakably fond and nostalgic when he recounted how exciting and good it felt to discover the secrets 
of sex. | knew | ought to feel disgusted, but frankly, it turned me on. He chuckled as he recounted how 
their father caught them once, and while he didn’t hit the roof, nonetheless made it clear that he intended 
Robert and his brothers to look for their sex outside the home. Which they did, soon discovering girls, and 
while Robert was in high school, me. 


He and his brothers always ‘played around,’ as he put it, whenever they could do so without their father 
catching them, however. They sucked each other off and indulged in anal intercourse frequently while in 
their mid-teens, but that faded out as they found girlfriends. He was very firm to me that it never did any 
of them any harm, and actually taught them patience, sensitivity and staying power with their female 
partners. All of Robert’s brothers are married and have kids. 


| got a real tingle when Robert confessed the last time he had done it with his brothers was the night 
before our wedding, at his own stag party, after all the strippers had gone. Since it was family, and we 
weren't married yet, | didn’t consider it cheating, and neither did Robert, but still | made him promise not 
to do it any more after we'd spoken our vows in church. Robert agreed readily enough, and I’ve never 
doubted him. The lying bastard. 


Oh tell the truth. The fact is, Robert’s confessions really excited me. His brothers are all good looking like 
him, and though I’d never confessed this to Robert, I’d often pictured him and his brothers together when 
| masturbated. One of my most deeply buried wishes was to watch them do it in the flesh. 


Life imitates clichés. | should have been more careful what | wished for. 
July 2 


It’s amazing how things are flip-flopping around for me. I’m reviewing what I’ve written, and | can’t 
believe | ever thought my life was boring! 


Well, to get back to that momentous day, after | wrote yesterday’s entry | passed out at the motel and 
slept for several hours. | woke up with no idea what to do. Should | go home, confront Robert, get a 
divorce, or what? That, | think, was the worst part. Lying there in that cheap bed, staring at the tacky 
swirly-stucco ceiling and being unable to get up from the depression and indecision. And smoking, 
cigarette after cigarette. 


| masturbated again, just to pass the time, | think, and thought about Irmgard, as | often do these days 
when | play with myself. | noticed it was about time to go to the gym, and functioning more out of habit 
than anything else, | showered and headed out. 


| was late, and the happy look of relief on Irmgard’s face when she saw me come in was so touching, | 
nearly started crying again right there. 


I’m sure she sensed something was wrong, but she didn’t press me, the darling. We exercised and made 
careful small talk until it was time to shower and go home. | dreaded that time, because | didn’t want to 
go home and | didn’t want to go back to that dingy motel room. | still didn’t know what to do. 


| showered first, like | always did, and then said goodbye to Irmgard and pretended to leave like | always 
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did. | was still on auto-pilot as | waited for my young friend to begin her usual routine and then snuck over 
to peep at her. 


There she was, rampant and beautiful. | never get tired of watching her. Water streamed down her naked 
back and curled over the working muscles her arms and shoulders as she beat off. Rivers poured off the 
tight, voluptuous globes of her buttocks and her legs glistened in the spray. She was so lovely it brought a 
lump to my throat. 


It went beyond that. | have no explanation for what happened next. | became so aroused, and my 
emotions were in such turmoil, it was almost a kind of fury. All my feelings of betrayal and hurt and 
desperate arousal sort of bubbled over. | stripped naked and strode into the shower. 


Irmgard heard the wet slap of my bare feet on the tile and saw me over her shoulder. Her eyes widened in 
such an expression of shock and terror like | have never seen. It didn’t deter me in the slightest. My lust 
made me ruthless. | took her by the shoulders and spun her around to face me. She tried to hide her penis 
with her hands, which was such a sadly impossible task that | grabbed her hands and pulled them away. 
She opened her mouth to say something and | kissed her. | kissed her hard and deep and pressed her up 
against the wall with her wrists pinned to the tiles. | squashed my big, soft boobs into hers and melded 
our bellies together. | ground my hips against her, and her cock smooshed upright against my tummy. Her 
balls rolled against my mound, and | snuggled in closer. 


| have damn near photographic recall of everything that happened in that shower. | remember her body 
was so warm and silky and slippery and her cock was so hard and hot. | let go of her hands and ran my 
hands up her arms. | cupped her face as | slipped my tongue firmly into her mouth. | devoured her, and 
felt such joy when her lips and tongue began to respond to mine. | planted my feet about a yard apart and 
hunched my pussy against her bone-hard pubis. | shivered and shook as my clitoris stroked the slick, hot 
meat of her erection. It felt like leather-wrapped steel. 


| broke our kiss to study her face. Her cheeks were bright pink and her mouth was moving, like she was 
trying to speak but couldn’t. Her lips were swollen, almost bruised-looking and her eyes were wide as 
saucers, beautiful in their doe-like alarm. | didn’t care. 


| was half a head taller than her so it was a simple matter to stand up on my tiptoes and capture her prick 
between my thighs. | angled my hips to match the upward curve of her rod and felt her broad head touch 
my entrance. 


Irmgard gasped, a frenzied sound of disbelief. We looked down, watching the swollen purple glans nuzzle 
me, and our foreheads touched. She glanced up into my eyes and in hers | saw fear, dazed 
incomprehension, and paralyzed acquiescence. 


| gripped her shoulders for balance and pushed down, feeling the head of that gigantic organ spread my 
labia wide, wider than they'd ever stretched before. Her crown passed inside me and | almost screamed. | 
felt my center being stretched, opened wide as a subway tunnel as | engulfed Irmgard’s burning-hot pillar. 
| bent my knees to swallow her deeper, lowering my pelvis down that heavenly length. | was transported 
by pleasure and pain. | was wet as a river, and yet could only take her with agonizing slowness that first 
time, inching my distended vagina down over her til | thought | would go wild. 


Irmgard gave a helpless, despairing sob and then her hands were gripping my hips. She thrust, brutally 
completing our union, and | nearly passed out. It was unbearably delicious. 


Her knees began buckling, so | lowered her gently to the floor, carefully maintaining our link. | wound up 
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straddling her, seated on her hips, feeling those big balls nestled up between my cheeks. | had never been 
filled so deeply. When | closed my eyes, skyrockets went off behind my eyelids, and when | opened them, 
| was still seeing stars. Irmgard’s head was lolling back and forth, her mouth open and issuing a steady 
stream of moans. The shower drenched and captured us in a steamy mist, making this moment magical. 
Water droplets beaded us like diamond goosebumps. 


| was a woman possessed. | leaned forward, putting my hands on her shoulders to pin her to the floor, 
and began working my hips up and down. 


That first long pull felt like it might yank my vagina inside out. The friction and tightness inside me was 
incredible. | could feel my toes curling and | knew | was just too wound up to last. | rose and fell exactly 
six times, and then | came with a scream. | could feel my cunt clench and release in ecstasy, and then 
Irmgard choked and pitched under me, her back arching deeply. | struggled to maintain my seat, like a 
cowboy on a bucking bronco. She gave a gurgling cry, and | felt her penis swell up inside me and then 
pulse as it shot its hot jets of sperm straight up into the heart of my womb. 


| thought of the times I’d watched her come, the huge volume of semen that would spurt like a high- 
pressure hose all over the shower. Now that hose was going off inside my cunt, sending her sperm deep 
within me, where it belonged. A sense of triumph and completion bloomed inside and | came again, within 
seconds. My orgasm was a long, heavenly convulsion that made me pass out. 


When I came back to myself, | was lying on my back and Irmgard was still deeply embedded in me. She 
was lying on top of me with a blissful expression, cuddling close, pillowing her head on my bosom. She 
was still hard as stone, and even though my pussy had relaxed somewhat, that almost painful stuffed-full 
feeling really hadn't diminished. It was wonderful. 


| was feeling pretty dazed just then, lying there lost in the pleasure and wonder of it all when Irmgard 
lifted her head and spoke to me. 


“How ... how did you know?” she sounded like she might cry. 

“Know what?” | asked, sounding as clubbed and stupid as | felt. 

“That |... want you ... so much.” 

That brought me back to reality pretty fast. 

“What?” 

“Your body ... so full ... so beautiful.” Her eyes were bright and feverish. Her hands came to life again, 
smoothing over my hips and belly. They moved up, plowing runnels like windshield wipers through the 
blanket of shower spray that studded me. She grabbed my breasts and squeezed, surprisingly hard, and it 
felt so good it hurt a bit. | gave a small gasp. She hefted them, lifting and crushing them between her 
fingers, roughly, the way | secretly like it. She pinched and rolled my nipples between thumb and 
forefinger, tugging, and | squirmed. 


Despite having just come, Irmgard was definitely ready for more. To my surprise, so was l. 


“You make me so horny,” Irmgard said, and if she hadn't been so earnest, her clumsy attempt to talk 
American would have amused me. 
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This was a different Irmgard. She watched her hands mauling my big breasts, her face greedy and avid. 
Her lust, so naked and pure, was almost scary. It transformed her, made her look sexy and dangerous. 


“Every time we work out ... | have to masturbate. Two, three times.” She swallowed, and tears ran from 
her eyes amid the spray from the shower. “I dream of you. | never dreamed | would have you.” 


| was stunned, as much by her admission as her sudden, aggressive turn. All those times | spied on her, 
marveling at her drive and virility. She had been thinking of me. 


My arousal was back at a full gallop in an instant. Her hips were moving, jolting back and forth with 
tentative, amateurish strokes. It was unlike Robert’s assured, precise thrusts. | wrapped my legs around 
her ass and pushed back with my pelvis, teaching her the correct rhythm and angle of entry. 


She caught on quickly, and with a few more wiggles of my hips, Irmgard was humping me like a 
champion. The slick, endless length of her penis slid over my clitoris with a delightful rasping, and once 
fully buried, she would roll her hips, grinding her trunk against my G-spot and even ... mmmm, my other 
orgasm zones even deeper inside. | love remembering this, reliving it in my imagination. 


She began humping me aggressively, and | let myself be borne away by her sexual delirium. It was 
splendid. 


| wanted to assume the role of calm sexual mentor, but | just couldn’t; it felt too marvelous. We were 
moaning, gasping, and making all these hot sexy noises. | recall the lovely way her breasts shook and 
quivered as she hammered away. | couldn’t resist taking hold of them and squeezing them, rolling them 
around on her chest. | loved playing with those big, firm young breasts. Her nipples swelled up as big as 
thimbles, and | pinched them without mercy. | tried to crane my head so | could suck them, but | couldn't 
reach. 


My first climaxes took me by surprise; this next one had a nice long, slow build-up. It gathered force and 
momentum from the deep sluicing plunges of Irmgard’s penis, growing in intensity. She pumped me to the 
edge, and then as that familiar trembling expectancy built up in my limbs, she gave me the sweetest hip- 
rolling thrust that took me over. 


My stomach muscles began contracting and | wailed as | exploded. | closed my eyes and saw stars again, 
and this time | could feel them shooting from the tips of my fingers and toes. My orgasm jerked a sound 
out of me that was halfway between a grunt and a shriek, and | flopped and bucked helplessly under my 
beautiful friend as my delicious paroxysm played itself out. 


Before | was done coming, Irmgard began thrusting fast and erratic, her voice rising in an erotic aria as 
she came again herself. | could feel it; rushes of liquid warmth quenching the need within me. | coaxed 
out the last spurts of her orgasm with fond squeezes of my vaginal muscles. 


Finally Irmgard softened. | held her and we traded dreamy kisses for a long time. Tears streaked both our 
faces. The hot spray of the showers, the haze of steam made the moment magical. | caressed her back 
with long, languorous strokes, fondling her buttocks as my hands slid past the dip of her back. She 
brushed the wet strands of hair out of my face. 


| noticed that my fingers were wrinkling from the water. | had no idea how long we'd been under the 
shower together. 


“Irmgard honey,” | whispered in her ear, “I’m starting to prune up here.” 
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She nodded and reluctantly disengaged from me. | knew how she felt. | hated to feel her big soft squeeze- 
toy slip out of me. | watched it emerge, juicy and slick, and licked my lips as it popped free and swayed. 


“Hang on,” | said, “there’s something | want to do first.” 


Irmgard had risen to her knees, and looked at me quizzically. | crawled between her legs and took that big 
droopy monster into my mouth. I’d wanted to do this for so long. | closed my eyes and sucked her clean, 
savoring the tang of my own juices and the salty-sweet stickiness of hers. | licked her head, tickling the 
open lips of her urethra and groaned as | tasted fresh sperm oozing thickly out onto my tongue. | hefted 
her balls, and slipped a finger underneath to probe her vagina. As | did, | shivered; I’d never touched 
another woman’s pussy in my life. | found her clitoris and rolled the slick pad of my index finger on it. 


“Ooooh ...” Irmgard’s moan was amazed and heartfelt. Her eyes rolled up and she threw her head back. 


| inched my way down her fleshy column. | was careful not to graze her with my teeth, which took some 
doing because she filled my mouth so fully. | sucked her, loving our combined tastes and reveling in a 
fantasy fulfilled. 


My eyelashes fluttered in trepidation as | eased my index finger inside her simmering vagina and let my 
thumb take its place on her clitoris. Her interior was moist, hot, soft, and snug. | found the tiny bump of 
her G-spot and felt a fresh wave of wetness drench my hand as | began stimulating it. 


Irmgard moaned louder, and | felt her penis stiffen in my mouth. | lifted my head long enough to ask, 
“Irmgard, do you think you can come again?” 


She moaned and didn’t speak, just nodded. | resumed sucking her, letting my head slip back and forth 
along her length. | grasped the broad root of her trunk — my fingers couldn’t quite encircle it - and began 
vigorously jacking her off in tandem with my mouthwork. 


She moaned again and murmured something in Swedish. Both of her hands were on my head, and her 
fingers ran through my hair. Her thighs started quivering, and her stomach muscles began flexing. | rubbed 
her clitoris with my thumb while drawing circles on her G-spot with my index finger. | loved pleasing her. | 
sucked hungrily, slurping and twirling my tongue over her glans, delighting in her groans. 


“Oh,” she cried out, and deluged me with ropes of her hot tasty ejaculate. | sucked and gulped, milking 
her for every last ounce of pleasure | could provide. 

It was grand, feeling her shoot off in my mouth, swallowing my way through her thick spurts, and then 
feel her stiff prick deplete itself and go pliant in my mouth. | nursed on her big softy while listening to her 
breathing return to normal. 


There was so much more | wanted to do. | wanted to take her back to my motel and ravish her all night. | 
wanted to pump her pussy with dildos; | wanted her to fuck my ass; | wanted to eat her cunt and have 
her eat mine, and my asshole, too. | was dizzy with the possibilities and didn’t know what | wanted to do 
first. But Irmgard gently told me her mother would be picking her up soon. 


| gave a deflated sigh that made Irmgard smile, and accepted the reality that she was a teenager who 
lived at home, out on a weeknight. 


| asked her if she wanted to meet tomorrow to talk and “maybe do this some more,” and she said ‘yes’ 
with an eagerness that made me smile. 
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We cleaned off, got dressed, and made small talk out front while waiting for Irmgard’s mother. | smoked a 
cigarette, and Irmgard was kind enough not to chide me for it. She seemed a little tense as her mother 
pulled up, but relaxed as | calmly shook her mother’s hand and introduced myself. | wasn’t about to give 
away any secrets. 


Mrs. Bergström was a stouter, darker version of her daughter, with a cheerful, outgoing manner that was 
at odds with Irmgard’s usual guarded mien. Her accent was much thicker than Irmgard’s, and my young 
friend blushed crimson when her mother thanked me profusely for ‘helping bring my Irmie out of her 
shell.’” | remembered how my mother would embarrass me with pronouncements like that in front of 
company. | guess all mothers mortify their kids that way. 


Irmgard looked a little alarmed as her mother took me by the elbow and drew me to one side for a quick 
private talk. | was a little alarmed myself. 


“Irmgard is a very special girl,” she told me in a confidential tone. It was so hard not to giggle at that. She 
was so right. 


“My daughter has ... special needs. It has been hard for her, moving to America. The other young people 
make fun of how she talks. It is good you are giving her confidence. It is good that you do not pressure 
her to date boys.” 


“| wouldn't,” | said. “Irmgard can do whatever she likes.” 


“Ja,” she said a little sadly, as if she knew it wasn’t true. She sighed. “I just don’t want her to get hurt. 
People can be very cruel to people who are different.” 


That struck me right in the heart. | totally understood her protectiveness. Impulsively | hugged her. She 
looked startled, but not displeased. 


“Yes they can be,” | agreed. “But we'll look out for her, won't we?” | smiled at her and she smiled back. 
We talked a little longer, and | liked her, but now | know now where Irmgard’s naiveté comes from. Her 
mother was even less streetwise than she was. I’m amazed that woman had the resources to cope with a 


daughter as ‘special’ as Irmgard. 


| caught Irmgard’s eye before they drove off and winked at her. The pleasantly vain thought, Irmgard is so 
lucky to have found me popped into my head and made me smile. 


The episode with Irmgard calmed me. As | headed to the gym’s parking lot, | had decided to check out of 
the motel and return to Robert. | found | wanted to talk with him and see if we still had a marriage left. 


Halfway back to my car, my cell phone began ringing. It was Robert. 

“Hey baby,” he said and | had to bite off a quick retort don’t you hey baby me. | wanted to talk this out 
with him. My time with Irmgard had left me feeling happy and optimistic. | didn’t want to spoil it with any 
ugliness. 


“You're a little late at the gym tonight, honey. Is everything okay?” He sounded anxious. 


“I'm fine,” | said, which was the oddest thing in the world to say, it seemed, but it was true. | was calm 
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and centered. 


“| need to tell you something,” Robert blurted out. “Something happened today ... | don’t know if it can 
wait til you get home.” 


“Go ahead.” Jesus, was he going to come clean with me? 


“Adam came around this morning after you left. He was really upset. He gets bullied a lot, because of 
how he looks ... they call him a sissy and stuff, you know. Anyway, last night, he got jumped in the 
parking lot outside the multiplex.” 


“Did they hurt him?” | wondered where this was going. | hadn't noticed any bruises on Adam earlier. | 
could easily imagine how adolescent boys could be murderously envious of Adam’s pretty looks, coupled 
with that enormous dick. | wasn’t feeling terribly sympathetic. 


“No, he outran them. But they called him a lot of names. You know ... ‘faggot,’ like that.” 
“| can imagine.” Serves the little swine right, | thought. 


Robert sighed. “Adam was in tears when he came over. He needed to talk to somebody. His mother died 
last year. And his father is absolutely no help. He sympathizes with the boys who tease him.” 


| began to feel uncomfortable. Jealous girls with flatter chests than mine teased me without mercy about 
my big ‘cow udders’ throughout middle and high school. It was not a pleasant memory. 


“Adam's all confused inside. He’s at that age, his hormones are pulling him in a million different 
directions. And to make it worse, he feels ashamed because ... well, both males and females really do 
turn him on. He got an erection in the showers during phys-ed last year, and his life’s been hell ever 
since.” 


| winced. That’s the kind of thing that would make you change schools. 
Like /had to when my best friend told the whole school | was in love with her older sister. 


“Anyway, we had a long talk, and | told him he had nothing to be ashamed of. He believed me, | think. He 
calmed down, anyway. He’s a good kid, really. He’s bright, and just wants somebody to like him. It really 
broke my heart to see him so miserable.” 


My discomfort increased; | did not want to feel sorry for Adam, but against my will, my heart began 
swinging over. 


| heard him take a deep breath. “Adam told me he found me attractive. He asked me if | felt the same way 
about him. | couldn't lie to him, Denise. | told him yes.” 


“You never told me that.” The hurt and accusation spat out in my voice, unbidden. | bit my tongue. | 
didn’t want to put Robert on the defensive. 


It made sense of course. Robert was always so horny after watching Adam swim around in his skimpy 
little Speedos. The fact that Adam and his bulging swimsuit had the same effect on me was neither here 
nor there. 
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Robert sighed. “I should have, and I’m sorry. | didn’t think anything would ever come of it. | haven’t had 
feelings like that for years. But that’s not the end of it.” 


Robert took a breath and | could sense him steeling himself. 


“It’s important | tell you this. Something happened today, Denise. After we had talked for a bit, and | got 
him calmed down. Adam ... he just pulled down my shorts and began going down on me.” 


“Did you make him stop?” | bit my tongue again. | didn’t want to be this accusatory. 
“No.” Robert sounded miserable. “I was just stunned. It was ... | didn’t know how to make him stop 
without hurting his feelings ... and then | guess | just didn’t want him to stop because it felt too good. I’m 


sorry honey. | screwed up. | had sex with him.” His voice broke. 


| was silent for a while. My thoughts were whirling. If Robert was making a full confession, it meant there 
was still hope for us. | needed to hear the whole truth from him, first. 


Robert said, “Please say something honey.” 
“Was it just one time, Robert?” 
He sighed again. “No. We got carried away. | can’t tell you how much | regret this.” 


He'd told me the truth, but it wasn’t the whole truth. | couldn’t get the image of Adam out of my mind, 
standing over my kneeling husband, sneering down at him, lording it over him. 


“| have something to confess too, baby,” my mouth was speaking before | realized what | was doing. “I 
came home about four hours early. | saw you two by the pool.” 


Robert sucked in a breath. “Oh god, honey. I’m so sorry.” 


“| went to a motel and laid down for a while,” | ground on determinedly, “and then 
| went to the gym, like | always do. There’s a girl | work out with. A friend. | had sex with her there.” 


My ears rang with the silence. | couldn’t believe I'd just blurted that out. 
My cell phone was silent for a moment, and then: 

“At the gym?” Robert’s voice was disbelieving. 

“The place is practically empty after nine,” | said defensively. 

“But ... at the gym?” 


What on earth was wrong with the man? Doing it in a public place certainly didn’t make the fact of my 
infidelity any worse! 


“Robert ...” 


“Okay.” He paused. “You did it with her ... to get back at me?” 
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That put my brakes on. 


“No. Well, yes. That was part of it. My feelings were all messed up. | ... she’d been attracted to me for a 
while, but she hadn’t told me. | guess I’d felt the same, though | never meant to ...” 


Now it was my turn to trail off. What | said was technically true. I’d fantasized about sleeping with 
Irmgard, of course, dreamt of it often and feverishly, but I'd never made any solid plans to do so. 


| gave a helpless shrug, then realized Robert couldn't see that over the phone. “It just sort of happened.” 
It sounded so lame. For the first time, | began feeling sheepish about my side of this. 

“Wow.” Robert sounded dazed. “I never knew ... | didn’t think you liked women.” 

That’s true, but at the same time it isn’t, as you know very well Diary, it’s the other way around; women 
don’t like me. They never have. My big boobs make them jealous and vicious. By default, I’ve always 
been more of a ‘guy’s girl’, always with more male friends than girlfriends. | certainly wouldn’t have 
minded more close female confidants in my life, but it just never happened. 

“| don’t, normally, but ... Irmgard’s special.” 

“Irmgard? Her name is /rmgara?” 

For the first time in this conversation, Robert really began to irritate me. “She’s from Sweden, Robert, and 
English is her second language. She’s new in this country, she has no idea how to act, or what’s in store 
for her when she starts university. This girl ... she’s so young, and bright and yet she acts like she’s a 
hundred ...” 

Irmgard’s dilemma, her enormous vulnerability and isolation caught at my voice and | could feel tears 
coming on. | shut my mouth. | didn’t want to reveal anything else by accident. The fact of my infidelity 
was enough; there was no need to bring Irmgard’s penis into this. 

“You empathized with her,” Robert said suddenly. 


“Well, yes, of course.” 


“You knew what it felt like to be the odd person out. You saw a chance to help somebody who would 
otherwise get thrown to the wolves. You felt compassion.” 


“L...” He was right, and | didn’t know what to say. 
“I love you honey.” Robert's voice broke. “You are just so great.” 
He cried. | was totally mute. 


Through his tears, he said: “It is so like you to help someone out like that.” 


| felt my own tears getting dangerously close, and | tried to blink them back. Neither of us said anything 
for a moment. 


Then Robert said: “I can’t believe we both made the same mistake on the same day.” 
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| gave an involuntary chirp of laughter, and found myself close to hysteria. He was right of course. In that 
moment | knew he had told me the truth, and in that moment | forgave him everything, and it felt so 
good, like an exhilarating relief from some spiritual weight | didn’t know | was carrying. 

“Oh Robert,” | said, and then | was crying, braying great big sobs like a donkey. “I love you.” | snuffled. 


“| love you too baby. Please come home.” 


“Wait, Robert, there’s something | have to know.” | took a shaky breath. “When | saw you and ... that 
boy ... he sure didn’t look like some shy, vulnerable kid. He was nasty with you.” 


“Oh.” | could hear him blushing over the phone. “That was my idea, Denise. Adam got comfortable with 
me, so | thought it would be good for him to experiment. Try a little role-playing, like you and | do 
sometimes. | think it really blew his mind. He’s a really sweet young guy.” 

We ‘ll see about that | thought to myself. 

“I'll be home soon, honey,” | promised. “I just have to get my things from the motel and check out.” 
Well Diary, as you may have guessed, | wound up back at home that night, in my husband’s arms. My 
poor cunt was still sore from Irmgard’s great pole, but | didn’t mind a bit. Afterward, we kissed through 


each other's tears. | knew he would never leave me, and | knew I could never leave him. 


Eventually, the real world crept back in, and we knew we had to put our heads together seriously the next 
day. It was sometime long after midnight we were staring at the ceiling when Robert said, out of the blue: 


“We both reached out to somebody, and we both let our feelings get out of hand.” He turned on his side 
to face me. “The wrong thing for the right reason.” 


| nodded, and kissed his shoulder. 


“We're both in quite a pickle, aren't we, honey?" | cocked an eyebrow at him. "If we break it off with our 
respective homewreckers, they get hurt. And neither of them deserves that.” 


“What are we going to do, baby?” 


“Um.” | was really too sleepy for any deep thinking, and | didn’t want to let go of my happy glow. We 
slept deeply, holding each other tight. 


Well that was all last night, Diary. It’s morning now, and I’ve been up writing for hours. Robert is still 
sleeping. | called in sick a minute ago; Robert’s still working from home so he doesn’t have to report in to 
anybody. Today, | think, is going to be very eventful. 


Whew. Looking over what I've written, it looks more like a perverted Lit Comp 101 exercise than a journal 


entry. It helps me to tell things to you, Diary, it always has. You’re so much less judgmental than a shrink 
or a girlfriend. | see things much more clearly, after I’ve written them down in you. 


| hear Robert in the shower. Gotta go, his back needs scrubbing. © 


July 5 
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Oooh, do | have an update for you, Diary! Big changes in our lives. 


Okay, to bring you up to speed: after Robert and | made love in the shower, we went out and got lunch. 
We strolled along the promenade, enjoying the day, holding hands like newlyweds. My cellphone rang and 
it was Irmgard. 


She was calling from her job at the ice cream store. She said she’d been thinking about me all night. She 
said she worked the early shift and would be off soon. | told her | would pick her up. 


After | got off the phone | told Robert there was someone | wanted him to meet. We drove over and there 
she was, slouching in an ankle length skirt and a bulky men’s work shirt that did nothing for her. 


“That’s her, Robert,” | said quietly. He had the grace to withhold judgment. 


| got out of the car and embraced her. | waved to Robert and he got out too. Poor Irmgard looked very 
surprised. | introduced them, and Robert was charming as usual. He clasped her hand and gave her a 
gentle smile. She blushed (Robert has that effect on women), smiled back, and as hesitant and brief as 
that smile was, it still lit up her face. 


“Come on Irmgard,” | said firmly. “We're going shopping.” 

We talked as we drove to the mall, and Robert was wonderful, so relaxed and chatty that he put Irmgard 
completely at her ease. She darted me frequent quizzical looks, and | can imagine she was wondering 
what was going on. | just smiled back. 

At the mall, we deposited Robert in a café so Irmgard and | could go to my favorite clothing store. | took 
her by the hand and trotted off to Coquette’s. 

Irmgard’s birthday wasn’t for another week, but | told her that this year her presents came early. 

She blushed again and with a knowing little smile, said she agreed with me. | knew at once she was 
referring to last night, and it was such a sweet thing for her to say, | had to stop and kiss her on the 
cheek. | had to remind myself we were in a public place — whenever I’m close to Irmgard | just want to 


put my hands all over her. 


The first thing we looked at was tops. Irmgard was probably the only teenaged girl in San Diego who 
didn’t own a cute little tank top and | was going to correct that. 


Eyeing the skimpy little tops and stylish, flirty little skirts that filled the shop, Irmgard looked nervous. 

“| don’t know if | could wear any of these,” she whispered to me so the clerk wouldn’t hear. 

“I think you’d look very pretty in them, honey.” 

She just stared at her plain, dingy tennis shoes. | stroked her arm. 

“If you don’t want to wear any of this out in public, that’s fine, Irmgard. I'd never want you to do 
anything you weren't comfortable with. How would you feel about wearing them for me, at my house? In 


private? You'd model these for me and Robert, wouldn’t you?” 


“I'd do anything for you.” She said it so automatically it was a little frightening. 
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“Thank you sweetie.” | dipped my head to kiss her again, and she turned her head so her full, moist lips 
met mine. The clerk did a double take. | felt a giddy little rush. 


“Now,” | said, “I think this little pink number would work well with your complexion ...” 


Well Diary, we shopped for about two hours. | bought her two tops, two skirts, some lingerie (she blushed 
scarlet every second we were in that store) and a delightfully skimpy little neon-pink bikini. Irmgard was 
happy to try on the tops for me, and she looked wonderful in them after | gently suggested she discard 
her enormous old-fashioned white brassiere. | insisted on tying her hair back in a nice French braid just 
before she went into the changing rooms and the clerk did another double take at the stunning young 
woman who emerged. Her beauty was almost intimidating. 


When it came to bottoms, however, Irmgard put her foot down about coming out of the changing rooms 
in anything but her grandma skirt. She would tell me if the skirt or bikini or whatever fit alright and | didn’t 
argue. | did ask her to wear one of her new tops out of the store (sans bra!) and after a little coaxing, she 
agreed. 


Walking through the Mall back to Robert, there was a big difference — Irmgard was really noticed. Her 
breasts bounced and her nipples made fetching little points through her top. Men and women both turned 
their heads as we passed. Her cheeks were pink from the attention. She stared at her shoes, and tried 
hunch over. | took her aside, lifted her chin, and firmly pushed her shoulders back. 


“Don’t hide, sweetie. You look great,” | told her. 


Her eyes were wide and beautiful as it sunk in, and | could tell how much it meant to her. But then a 
shadow came over her eyes again. She looked down. 


“What’s the point?” she mumbled. 
“What's the point of what?” 


“What's the point of looking attractive?” She shrugged and gave me a brittle, bitter smile. “So the boys 
will like me?” 


Her smile broke and suddenly she was crying, right there in the middle of the mall. | immediately 
understood why and my heart swelled up and overflowed. | took her in my arms and hugged her. She 
buried her face in my shoulder and wept. A fat woman pushing a stroller stared at us, and | glared back 
until she hurried away. 


“| like boys very much,” she sobbed. “I think about them all the time. But ... who would want me to be 
their girlfriend?” 


| stroked her back. | think it was then that the first glimmerings of the Idea came to me. | set it aside for 
the moment and spoke soothingly to her. 


“Irmgard, you are beautiful. You should be proud of how you look. Whether you have a boyfriend or not. 
You should be proud of yourself because you're clever, generous, sexy and a wonderful person. And | 
think any boy who had you for a girlfriend should consider himself lucky as sin.” 


It did no good. “You have such a beautiful husband,” she wept. “Who will ever love me that way?” 
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Much as | adored her, | despise self-pity. | took her by the shoulders and gave her a shake. 


“Listen to me, honey, there’s nothing wrong with you!” | glanced down between us. “And for the record, | 
think /t’s beautiful too, and you should never be ashamed of /t, either. Ever. Got that?” 


She stared at her shoes, sniffling. | took her chin between my thumb and forefinger and tilted her head up 
to face me. 


“Do you trust me?” | don’t know how | sounded so calm. 
“Yes,” she answered, so quickly and definitely it unsettled me again. 
“Then will you take my word for it that everything’s going to be all right?” 


Her eyes were very wide and red with crying as she stared into mine. | don’t know what she was looking 
for, but eventually she found it. She snuffled again, gave a little hiccup, and nodded. 


“Good,” | said brightly. “Now let’s get you to a washroom before we see Robert. You look an absolute 
mess.” 


She gave a weepy little laugh as | led her to the nearest Ladies’ room. Fortunately, it was empty, so we 
were free of all the stares. 


| pulled out some tissues and wet them under the taps. Irmgard stood very still and obedient as | wiped 
her down, and | felt more like a mother than ever. | realized that I’d taken on a great responsibility. | 
welcomed it. 

“Did you tell Robert about me?” she asked in a tiny voice. 


| paused, and then continued cleaning her up. 


“He knows we've been intimate,” | answered in that same unnaturally calm voice. “He’s my husband, and 
he had a right to know.” 


Irmgard’s lovely, oceanic eyes widened further. 


“But,” | said firmly, “I have not told him a thing about what makes you special. That's your business. It’s 
up to you to tell him that.” 


“Oh,” she said in an even smaller voice. She looked up at me and she was so hesitant and unsure | just 
wanted to hug her, cuddle her, and throw her down and fuck her right there on the washroom floor. 


“Are you and | ... going to be intimate again?” she asked, and there was so much desperation and love 
and need in her that it touched me deeply, and this time | did hug her, albeit chastely. 


“We'll see, baby,” | whispered. “That’s what we're going home to find out.” 


We finally got her face clear of all the redness and puffiness. | re-tied her French braid, something a little 
flirty this time that really set off her cheekbones, and you'd never know she'd been crying her heart out. 
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| moved to leave the washroom, but Irmgard stood still. Her hands were on the counter and she was 
leaning forward, staring at her reflection. 


“You look fine, honey,” | said. “Come on.” 

“| can’t.” she said in a tiny voice. “I’m hard.” 

It took me a second to realize what she meant. Then | understood why she was leaning over the counter. 
“When you hugged me,” she explained. “I’m sorry.” She was red with embarrassment. 


It finally came home to me then, as | looked at her, desperate to prevent her erection tenting the front of 
her skirt. This is her life, | thought. Concealment, paranoia, and the constant terror of discovery. The poor 


girl. 

“Will it go away on its own?” | asked. 

“It takes forever,” she answered, sounding more miserable than ever, “unless | ...” she bit her lip. 
“| understand honey.” That unnatural calm was upon me again. | took her by the hand. 

“Just this once, okay?” | whispered to her and drew her into one of the stalls. 


Her eyes doubled in size as | knelt down in front of her. Her skirt had an elastic waistband and | pulled it 
down to her knees. She was wearing a plain pair of white cotton panties, and they bulged obscenely, 
stretched and distorted to the ripping point around her distended member. Her oozing fluids had wet the 
cotton in large dark circles. 


With a thrill of excitement, | pulled down her sticky panties and her beautiful monster leapt out at me. 


| couldn’t believe what | was doing, the risk to us both in addition to the purely depraved aspect of doing 
it in a public washroom. 


| clasped her burning hot shaft with both hands and bent my head to service her. | licked the wetness 
from the open lips of her urethra and then slid my own lips over her glans and engulfed her. 


Yum. | sucked up and down, letting my tongue revolve around her head. She was salty and delicious. | 
sucked hard, and pumped her shaft with both hands. | wanted her to come, not just to relieve her of her 
hard-on, but because | earnestly wanted to do this for her, to give her pleasure and reassure her that her 
cock was something wonderful and good. 


| can deep throat Robert without any trouble after years of practice, but Irmgard was a real challenge. It 
took a great deal of concentration to relax my throat muscles to the point where she could enter, and 
even then | could only get about two-thirds down my gullet. Irmgard was amazed regardless; she gasped 
loudly and let out a long ‘oooh’ as my pursed lips slid magically down her stalk. 


She was too much, and | had to give my throat a rest after a minute. | pulled back and licked her balls 
while | continued to stroke her member. | bounced and juggled her silky-bristled spheres on my tongue. | 
adored watching her quiver, the sexy way she bit her lip and stared down at me with those wide, 
beautiful eyes. 

| reached up. “This,” | said, taking hold of the spaghetti straps of her tank, “is one of the advantages of a 
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tank top.” 


| pulled the straps down over her shoulders and her lovely pale breasts plopped out. They never failed to 
excite me. Her rosy nipples were stiff and urgent and pointed upwards. | took her cock back in my mouth 
as | handled her breasts, and sighed as | squeezed and molded their firm, bouncy softness. 


| knew | was pushing it, but | couldn’t resist the temptation to remove my mouth so | could turn her 
around and nibble on that spectacular ass. | slid my face into her deep, warm crevice and | delighted in 
feeling her jolt as | briefly licked her asshole. | tasted her vagina, too, and heard her suppress a groan as | 
flicked her clitoris a few times. She was tangy and delicious, just like my own taste. 


| knew time was pressing, so | gently turned her again, and resumed my blowjob. | sucked hard, jerking 
her off with both hands and made encouraging noises when her hips began thrusting. 


All too soon, Irmgard gave a strangled whimper and her thighs shook. She came, shooting great gouts of 
her wonderful semen down my throat. The sheer volume of sperm threatened to overwhelm me, but | 
caught the rhythm of her spurts and swallowed her down easy as a milkshake. | sucked her clean and 
patted her dry with more tissues from my purse. | planted a final wet kiss on her softened penis and 
tucked it back into her panties. | looked up at her. 


“All better?” | asked brightly, and a broad, relieved, unfeigned smile lit up Irmgard’s face. It was the most 
beautiful smile I’d ever seen. 


“Yes, thanks.” We both laughed. 
| fixed my makeup in the mirror and smiled at Irmgard’s reflection behind me. Her eyes were a bit dazed, 
but overall she looked relaxed and radiant. Her post-blowjob smile had a lazy sensuality that was new to 


her and most appealing. She approached me, and stroked my back. 


“| don’t care if you are just using me for your own pleasure,” she said softly. | threw her a startled glance. 
Her eyes were as innocent as a child’s. | honestly didn’t know what to say to that. 


“| don’t mind,” she said with a careless, happy shrug. “You can use me as much as you like. Hurt me 
even. This is more than | ever dared dream I'd have. All | ask is that you don’t abandon me. | don’t think | 


could live without this, now.” 


“I’m not going to hurt you," | told her and gave her arm an affectionate squeeze. "And I'm not going 
anywhere.” 


Once again, | saw the scope of the responsibility I’d taken on here and | didn’t mind. 


It took another minute or two of adjustments in front of the mirror before we were ready to head back to 
Robert. 


Robert certainly noticed the difference in Irmgard, and her new top and pulled-back hair was only part of 
it. The girl was glowing. 


He looked shocked as Irmgard approached, did an exaggerated double-take and gave a mock wolf-whistle. 
She snorted a nervous laugh and made an ‘oh stop’ gesture. 


“Let’s go home,” | said. 
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Outside, the parking lot rippled in the heat. Robert gallantly offered to bring the car around while we 
waited inside, where it was air-conditioned. 


Irmgard and | made small talk, and then she looked over my shoulder and frowned. 
“Are they chasing that boy?” 


| turned, and saw a group of teenage boys running after a smaller one through the parking lot. With a 
shock, | recognized the boy they were chasing: Adam. He was sprinting, and pulling away from the pack, 
but then he tripped and went sprawling. The others were soon upon him. To my horror, a flurry of kicks 
and punches followed. 


“| know that boy!” Irmgard gasped and before | could express my surprise at that revelation, Irmgard had 
burst through the doors and was charging toward the melee, her skirt flying and long legs flashing over 
the hot black asphalt. 


“Irmgard, wait!” | yelled, but then had no choice but to take off after her. 
Irmgard’s powerful strides brought her to the fracas in no time. 
“Get off of him,” she roared. “Right now!” 


| was amazed at the total authority in her voice. The boys responded to it without thinking, and jumped 
away from Adam. His nose was bloody, and there was a nasty bruise on his cheek. | ran to him, and 
helped him up. Irmgard glared at the culprits, hands on hips. All of a sudden, she was a stern avenging 
angel, a figure of terrible beauty. 


“What the hell did you think you were doing?” Irmgard’s voice was scathing and righteous. “Ganging up 
on someone like that. You ought to be ashamed of yourselves.” 


Oh God. | winced inside at her choice of words. | was pushing a Kleenex against Adam’s flowing nose and 
fear gripped me. Now would come the sneering, as the boys fought to regain their lost face, and more 
violent adolescent male bullshit would follow. | hoped none of them were armed. God, why are men such 
destructive idiots when they're young? 


It didn’t happen. Irmgard’s anger was like a bucket of cold water, dousing their testosterone. They were 
staring at their shoes like chastened schoolboys and none of them could answer her. Her Valkyrie fury 
threw them for a loop. When it was clear they had nothing to say for themselves, Irmgard snapped, “Get 
out of here,” and her contempt was like a slap. “Find something better to do with your lives.” 


“Hey fuck you,” one of them muttered, but his heart wasn’t in it. 

“Let’s go,” another said. “This shit is bullshit.” 

The others muttered agreement to that eloquent summation, and gave themselves an excuse to withdraw. 
To my amazement, they turned and walked away. | kept expecting them to snap out of it and come 
charging back at us, but all they did was throw sullen looks at us over their shoulders. | didn’t realize I’d 


been holding my breath, and | let it out with a whoosh. 


Irmgard turned to Adam and me, and her anger disappeared. She rushed over to him and asked “are you 
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alright?” in a voice of such concern Adam looked a little overwhelmed. | think we were both looking at her 
with amazement. 


“Yeah, I’m okay,” he answered. He looked closely at Irmgard. “Super Scooper, right?” 
It was the ice cream parlor where she worked. She nodded. 
“Double chocolate cherry mega-chunk, right?” 


“Right.” Adam grinned through bloody teeth. “You sure look different with your hair like that.” His eyes 
wandered lower. “And dressed like that.” 


Irmgard saw the question on my face and explained, “He comes into the ice cream store all the time.” 
“Yup,” Adam said. He winced and put a hand to his ribs. “Nothing like a big double scoop to save the day 
after you've gotten your ass kicked.” He gave a tired, wry smile, and all of a sudden, all the animosity | 
ever felt for this boy evaporated. 


“There’s a clinic in the mall, Adam,” | said firmly, taking his arm. “We're going to get you checked out.” 


“I’m fine,” he said quickly and | was charmed to see that it was because he didn’t want to seem infirm in 
front of Irmgard. For a young man, | suppose being rescued by a girl was bad enough. 


“You really should,” Irmgard said earnestly. Her eyes were really quite devastating. “I'd hate to think 
anything bad happened to you.” 


Adam was clearly overpowered. | hid a smile. 

“Well, okay, if it makes you feel better ...” 

We found a very perplexed Robert waiting with the car back at the Mall entrance. He looked surprised and 
concerned at the sight of Adam and after we explained what happened he told us he’d meet us at the 
clinic after he re-parked the car. 

Irmgard and | sat in the waiting room after a nurse took Adam to an examination room. 


“So honey,” | said archly, “you never told me you had a boyfriend.” 


| loved making her blush. “I don’t - he isn’t,” she said with a mixture of embarrassment and amusement. 
She knew | was kidding. “He’s just very nice. He always seems so sad, and ...” she bit her lip. 


“And he’s not hard on the eyes, either,” | finished lightly. “It’s alright honey, I’m not jealous.” 


“He's dreamy,” Irmgard said with feeling, and | laughed. She looked at me uncertainly. “Did | use the 
word correctly?” 


“You certainly did,” | assured her. “I just laughed because it’s true. He /s dreamy.” 


It was also because Irmgard revealed the depths of her passionate schoolgirl crush on Adam with that one 
word. | had no idea. | thought of my great Idea, and smiled. Things were shaping up nicely. 
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“Irmgard,” | told her, “I thought you were fantastic out there. The way you handled those boys. You were 
really super.” | gave her a playful nudge. “I never dreamed you could be such a tiger.” 


“Oh,” she blushed again. She stared at her hands folded in her lap and muttered, “I didn’t even think 
about it.” 


It occurred to me that truly brave people never do. | didn’t say this out loud, however. Instead, | gave her 
an arch look and said, “You know, it occurs to me that someone as wonderful as you should learn to 
accept compliments more gracefully. You’re going to get a lot of them.” 


She went pink and clearly didn’t know what to say. | have to confess, Diary, | secretly hoped she never 
became graceful. | loved her just the way she was - innocent, awkward, and easily flustered. She was just 
so adorable. | put my arm around my splendid young friend and hugged her. 


Robert joined us then. Irmgard became silent and awkward as | proudly told him how she had dealt with 
Adam's assailants. Robert praised her courage in a solemn, matter-of-fact way that didn’t embarrass her 
further. | wish | had half his people skills. 


We talked about inconsequential things while we waited for Adam to return. Neither Irmgard nor | were 
born urbanites, so we had many notes to compare about city life, and adapting to it. Robert drew her out 
with no effort at all, and it did my heart good to see them chatting comfortably, like old friends. Irmgard 
found many things about her new home strange. 


“The news programs here terrify me,” she said frankly. “The things that are taken for granted — on the 
news last night, they talked about how there had only been 74 murders so far this year, which was down 
from last year.” She shuddered. “They made it sound like that was good news. The town | come from 
hasn't had so many murders in a decade.” 


“Nor the town | grew up in either, honey,” | pointed out. 

At that point, Adam emerged. He had a band-aid on his cheek, but he was smiling. The smile froze as 
soon as he saw Robert sitting with us. He shot me a furtive glance and looked appropriately guilty, | 
thought. | gave him a warm smile. 

Overall, Adam looked rather like he was considering bolting, but Irmgard foiled him. She leaped up and 
scampered over to him. | could tell she wanted to hug him, but her concern held her back. She took his 
arm instead. 

“How are you?” she asked instead. 

“Fine,” Adam said, clearly relieved himself. “Some bruises and scrapes, that’s all.” 


Robert and | got to our feet and | cleared my throat. 


“Listen,” | suggested, “we have a pile of salmon steaks at home in the freezer. Why don’t we all go to our 
place and we'll have a nice poolside barbecue?” 


“Well ...” Adam looked dubious. | could tell he was anticipating an awkward scene, with Robert and me 
there together. Then Irmgard gave him such a hopeful, please-say-yes look that the poor boy didn’t stand 
a chance. 
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“S-sure,” he said. He sounded dazed. Irmgard looked so happy she seemed to radiate sunshine. 


Adam and Irmgard rode in the back seat. For the first time since I’d known her, Irmgard acted like a 
typical teenage chatterbox and babbled happily in Adam’s ear. The boy looked a little stunned and a lot 
pleased, and put in a word or two when he could. Robert smiled at me, a sly, knowing smile, which | 
returned with a conspiratorial wink. Subtract fifteen years, and that was us in the back seat. 


Irmgard eventually let Adam speak, and they wound up having a very nice talk. There was a lot going on 
underneath the talk, of course, as there always is with two young people who find each other painfully 
attractive, but Robert and | could only pick up on about sixty percent of that without being too intrusive. 
Adam impressed me. He had a charming, self-deprecating sense of humor that | hadn’t expected. 


They were both looking forward to college, and getting away from their families, and Adam’s case, 
especially getting out of High School. They were both outsiders with strained relationships with their 
parents. They were both desperately lonely, and in need of a meaningful connection with someone their 
own age. 


Robert took the long, scenic way home to give our two young friends time to get properly acquainted, and 
their chemistry was wonderful to see. The matchmaker in me gloated every time one of them opened up a 
little more to the other. Soon they were telling secrets in low voices and with a little flutter, | noticed their 
hands clasped on the seat between them. Irmgard shifted over, or maybe Adam did, and then they were 
hip to hip, their joined hands forming a bridge over the point where their thighs kissed. 


| couldn’t overhear anything anymore, so | pulled down the passenger-seat sun visor so | could spy better 
in the little mirror. 


Whatever they were talking about involved an awful lot of giggling. | caught Robert’s eye and made a 
subtle ‘draw it out’ gesture. He nodded, slowed down, and turned into a park. They talked, and seemed to 
have happily forgotten about the two adults in the front seat. Their eyes were deep and communicative 
when they looked at each other, and that was often. We cruised past flowerbeds and attractive 
woodlands. It made a very romantic setting for the accelerated courtship happening in the back seat. 


Irmgard asked him something in a whisper. Apparently, the answer involved a very Deep Secret, because 
he cupped his hands around her ear to whisper back to her. Irmgard gave a little gasp, and blushed 
crimson. She shot an amazed glance at Robert, and with a start, | knew which secret he told her. | was a 
little taken aback at how quickly and deeply the trust had grown between them. 


Adam gave her a ‘now it’s my turn’ look, and she looked down, biting her lip. My heart was suddenly in 
my throat. Secretive by necessity, but honest by nature, | knew what Irmgard would tell him. 


Oh no, | thought in a mild panic. Too soon, it’s way too soon to tell him... my lips parted, but | couldn’t 
intercede. This was her choice. 


Her delicate hands formed a tunnel around his ear, down which her gentle breath could carry her deepest 
secret. 


“What?” 
Oh, shit. Adam reared back, staring at her. 


“You've got a penis?” His voice was loud and incredulous. Robert nearly crashed the car. | put a hand on 
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his arm to steady him. He gaped at me, and | nodded in confirmation. | gave his arm a reassuring squeeze, 
and then turned my attention to the back seat. 


Irmgard was staring at Adam, her heart clearly in her mouth, her eyes so nakedly vulnerable that | wanted 
to weep. 


“You're not kidding.” Adam sounded stunned. He was stating a fact. 
“No,” whispered Irmgard. “I’m not. Do you hate me now?” 


“What? No!” the poor boy looked more dazed than ever. He shook his head and pulled himself together 
with a visible effort. “No, it’s just ... a little much ... give me a minute.” 


My heart had nearly stopped. A shot of hope went through it like a jolt from the paddles of a defibrillator 
as Adam laid a reassuring hand on top of Irmgard’s. At the contact, she looked exactly as | felt. 


“Okay,” said Adam after taking a long breath. “So ... you’re male, then? Genetically?” 
“No,” she shook her head with a brave little smile. “I’m ... no one seems to know what.” She shrugged. 
“From my genes | should be a girl all the way through, but I’m not. No one can explain it.” Her smile grew 


sad. “That’s life, | guess.” 


“Yeah,” he answered, with a definitive nod. This was a sentiment he could understand. “Life’s a bitch 
sometimes.” 


“Does it bother you?” 
“Life?” 
“My penis.” 


“Oh.” There was a thoughtful silence from Adam for a moment. Irmgard looked at him, her desperation 
and anxiety palpable. 


“| honestly don’t know.” He frowned in thought, then shook his head again. “I mean, | haven't even seen 
it yet.” He shook his head with an apologetic smile. His eyes were bemused. “This is all a little different, 
isn’t it?” 

“A little different?” | was startled to hear some asperity in her voice. It was clearly a big deal to her! 
Adam looked at her. “Well it’s not like you have two heads, is it?” His voice was mild. 

“Well technically she does.” 

| couldn't stop that deft little quip from popping out. | promptly wanted to bite my tongue off. | have the 
damnable habit of cracking the most inappropriate jokes in any tense social situation. Their heads turned 
in unison to gape at me as though wondering from where this crass interloper with the incurable case of 


foot-in-mouth disease had sprung. 


Then Irmgard giggled. 
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“That’s true,” she said. “I do. The one on my shoulders, and the little one.” She laughed. 
“Hardly little!” | babbled. “Adam, this girl is hung like a Horse! | could hardly walk-” 


Robert nearly crashed the car again. Adam gaped at me, then at Irmgard. Oh, God, now | was telling 
secrets to boot. Shut up, Denise! 


Adam was still looking back and forth between Irmgard and |, like a spectator at a tennis match. 


“You two ...” | could see his mind struggling with the picture | had just put in there. Then, to my 
amazement, a very male grin crept across his face. “Whoooaaa,” he said, as though savoring something 
impressively erotic. | felt obscurely flattered. 


| glanced at Robert out of the corner of my eye. The poor dear was not handling things as well as Adam. 
His knuckles were white on the steering wheel and his eyes were a little wild, like a spooked horse. | 
watched the speedometer drop back below the speed limit. 


“Oh look,” | said brightly. “We're home. That didn’t take long.” 


*** 


My companions were still a little shell-shocked, and it was still a little early to fire up the barbecue, so | 
suggested we all take a swim to break the ice a little. 
Clutching our loot from Coquettes’, | hustled Irmgard off our bedroom. 


| laid out Irmgard’s skimpiest bikini, a hot pink two-piece with thong bottoms. As excited as she was — 
and she was floating on a hormonal cloud - she still looked at it doubtfully. She knew, as | did, that her 
bikini would conceal nothing. 


“He's going to be your boyfriend,” | said, with such certainty, that tears came into her eyes. “Your lover. 
He’s going to know every beautiful inch of your body. Why hide it?” 


As | spoke, | felt a tiny prick of jealousy. | sighed inside and resigned myself to the fact that if Irmgard 
were to have a life and a mate of her own, she would no longer be my exclusive property. 


“I think I’m going to faint,” she said, and she did sound faint indeed. | helped her sit down, and put an 
arm around her. 


“It’s so much,” she whispered, and | thought she might burst into tears again. “He’s so beautiful ...” she 
smiled and shook her head. “I can’t think what I’ve done to deserve this.” 


| kissed her cheek. “Let’s get dressed. The boys are waiting.” 


We managed to keep our hands off each other while we stripped down and geared up. That look of 
admiration and yearning she threw my naked body is something that | think | could have in my life every 
day. 


| wore my wicked woman bikini, and Irmgard somehow managed to bunch up her penis so that it rested 
heavily in the crotch of her swimsuit. It looked like she had a rolled up Polish sausage - sorry, Swedish 
sausage - stuffed in there. 
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When we walked out to the deck, the boys were already ready, of course, seated poolside with their legs 
in the water. The afternoon sun was so bright, it flashed in their hair and upon their bare chests and gave 
them both godlike halos. 


Ooh, Diary ...when I think about that long afternoon ... and the night that followed ... | get dizzy. l'Il try to 
stick to the facts. 


Irmgard made quite a sensation when she came out in her little bikini. She didn’t seem to know what to 
do with her hands, and kept making fluttery little gestures like she was thinking of covering herself like a 
nude woman caught in the shower. She looked so statuesque | felt positively matronly next to her with 
my big tits and beachball ass. 


Robert and Adam were both dumbstruck. Their eyes kept rolling up and down her body, over to me 
(gratifyingly!) and then back to her again. The penis-packed fabric of her bottoms swayed a bit after she 
came to a halt; it made quite a contrast to the snug-smooth fit of mine. 


Then Adam started applauding. Robert joined in, to my enormous relief, his face split by a smile of amazed 
admiration. He was shaking his head in disbelief and ogling us both like a man at his first strip club. He 
was so wide-eyed and startled he didn’t look any older than Adam did. 


Irmgard blushed so hard she put her hands on her cheeks and got teary-eyed through her smile. 


| applauded too, and that got Irmgard laughing. She struck a playful Miss America pose — shoulders back, 
hands on cocked hips, a toss of golden hair — and shocked us all with her effortless grace and allure. 


We all applauded louder and Adam put two fingers in his mouth for an earsplitting whistle. 


Confidence filled her as a sense of enormous satisfaction and accomplishment filled me. With the first, 
and most dangerous hurdle well past us, | knew that whatever happened, everything was going to be all 
right. Irmgard strolled to the pool with the ease of a model on the runway, basking in their attention. 


Then | pushed her in, and dove in after her. She surfaced with a hoot of laughter and splashed me back, 
and then the men were in the pool too, and it was one huge, happy melee. 


We frolicked for a while, and | encouraged the others to unwind. | gently coaxed them to be playful, and | 
beamed to see them became more grabby-feely with each other. There was a low-level current of 
excitement running through all of us at that time; a sense that something big was going to happen. 


At my suggestion, we played a game from my adolescence called ‘swimsuit,’ in which the object of the 
game is to snatch off someone else’s swimsuit (top or bottom). The de-suited person must then tag 
someone else who acts as a ‘swimsuit’ for them, standing behind and covering their exposed bits with 
their hands. Self-covering is strictly prohibited. It was a silly game, perhaps only a step or two less 
juvenile and more risqué than spin-the-bottle, but it suited my nefarious purposes perfectly. 


| snatched off Robert’s suit at once (he wasn’t resisting much) and he promptly tagged Irmgard for his 
swimsuit. Grinning and blushing, she cozied up behind him and reached around to cup her hands over his 
groin. My always-reliable husband promptly got an enormous erection, which had Irmgard blushing and 
fumbling, clumsily attempting the impossible task of covering it. 


| was laughing at them so hard, it was easy for Robert to reach over and whip off my top, and poor Adam 
was so immobilized with shock, | had no trouble tagging him as my swimsuit. 
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Robert and Irmgard roared with laughter as Adam slunk behind my and covered my breasts, keeping his 
hands virtuously an inch or so up off my skin. | wasn’t having any of that, and grabbed his hands and 
pressed them firmly into my tits, making him properly cup them. To my delight, | could feel that huge 
penis rise against my ass. Robert and | continued to spar, with our swimsuits gamely dancing along 
behind us. We both slipped free a number of times, which led to some hysterical chases around the pool 
while our swimsuits tried to recapture us. 


| cheated by grabbing Robert and kissing him, while reaching behind me to grab a handful of Adam’s 
considerable package. He yelped, jumped, and then Irmgard detached herself from Robert and was upon 
him. 


| couldn’t believe what she did next. Irmgard flung her arms around Adam and kissed him full on the lips, 
smooshing my hand between her pelvis and his. They were both erect, and it imminence of those huge 
cocks was mind-boggling. 


| extricated my hand and let them kiss. Robert’s arms encircled me and his lips nuzzled my neck. His 
broad hands lifted and squeezed my breasts, trapping my nipples between his fingertips. | was wet, 
horny, and just grooving on my own wild voyeuristic heat. 


Through some kind of erotic telepathy, both Adam and Irmgard turned toward me at the same time and 
dipped their heads to suck my nipples. My eyes popped as | looked down at the beautiful girl and boy 
suckling me. A high-voltage sexual current surged through me, and | had a small, quicksilver orgasm right 
there. | cradled their heads and cooed as both my babies nursed. 


| felt myself losing control, and while | knew | would welcome it later, now wasn’t the time. 


“Okay now,” | breathed, slapping the concrete decking beside the pool. | indicated that | wanted them to 
sit with their feet in the water. “Everybody on deck.” 


They all obeyed and Irmgard sat in between. | went to Adam and pulled his trunks off. He obligingly raised 
his hips, and his big wang slapped the muscles of his stomach as it sprang free. The depth of the pool 
was just right at this point, so | spread his legs, stepped up between them, and with a smile up into his 
eyes, bent my head to take his cock in my mouth. 


| stroked it with both hands, revelling in its thickness and beauty, slipping my tongue all around under his 
foreskin as | sucked and slurped the salty pre-seminal fluid from the polished apple of his glans. The 
thought that Robert had sucked this same cock was maddening. We both groaned in pleasure. 


Exercising enormous will power, | uncoupled my mouth and moved over to Irmgard. Her bathing suit 
looked like it was ready to rip around her erection, and her eyes were big and her breathing heavy. 


She helped me remove her bottoms, and there it was — that gorgeous, swaying oak trunk, blue veined 
under its delicate satin skin tones of pink and peach, intensifying to the ruddy purple of her helmet. | 
licked it up and down, indulging myself, glorying in the stares of my husband and Adam. Crystal droplets 
swelled up in the split of her urethra and | lapped them up. 


| measured her with my hands - she was bigger than Adam, longer and fatter, and as | sucked her balls, | 
noted that she tasted different as well. Amid the salt and musk of her penis, there was a subtle tang of 
feminine sweetness. 
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Then | gorged myself, driving my head down, opening my throat to that beautiful monster and sucking 
strongly. 


Irmgard gave a plaintive moan and then her bikini top fluttered past my head. | don’t know which of the 
boys undid it, but Irmgard was suddenly, wonderfully naked, and Robert and Adam were both leaning over 
her to each take a nipple in their mouths. 


“Oh god,” she called out. | looked up to see her head flung back and rolling, and the sounds of her 
panting, mixed with the three mouths aggressively sucking filled our backyard. The muscles in her flat 
little belly flexed in and out, and Robert and Adam both looked blissful. 


Tears filled my eyes as | felt her penis ease down my throat. My stretched lips crept down the length of 
her, and | tried to breathe through my nose. Victory, | thought blearily. | was still not all the way down, 
but | could feel the feathery tickle of her pubic hair on my cheeks. 


“Oh man, Denise,” groaned Robert, as if it were him getting deep-throated. “That is incredible.” 


Then | slipped my mouth all the way up off her. It took a while. | gave her glans a good-bye kiss as they 
parted company with my lips. Robert was already naked. 

| moved over to him and said, “Adam, Irmie ... in the pool with me.” My voice was quiet and a little thick 
from cocksucking. 


The two young people joined me in the pool, flanking me as | leaned over to blow my husband. He was 
huge with excitement. After the warm-up with Adam and Irmgard, | swallowed him with ease. | pumped 
my head up and down, showing my two pupils how it was done. 


Then | took the next big step. | pulled away from Robert, and we all smiled at his theatrical groan of 
frustration. | took Irmgard’s hand and wrapped it around Robert’s penis. | stepped out from between his 
legs and gently moved her into my place. 


“Now you try it,” | told her softly. | put my hand on the back of her head and applied a gentle pressure. 


Her eyes were all big again, but she allowed me to draw her head down to Robert’s groin. She rested her 
elbows on his broad, muscular thighs and opened her mouth. 


Ooh Diary, the sight of it - Irmgard’s lovely face, her innocent eyes blinking above her full lips stretched 
wide by my husband's big hard cock in her mouth - it gave me a swimmy little orgasm just from 
watching! 


She started off slow, sucking with a soft, tentative pressure. Thankfully, having a penis of her own meant 
that she didn’t have to be told some basics like the importance of keeping one’s teeth out of the way. 


Robert murmured pointers, and sighed as she implemented them. Her eyes closed as she grew 
accustomed to the feel of a penis in her mouth. Her cheeks drew in as she grew more confident and 
sucked harder. She made an amazed, hungry sound of enjoyment that pleased me to no end. At Robert’s 
gentle cues, she took more of him into her mouth, and moved her head back and forth on it, working the 
length she could comfortably take. 


“Now use your tongue, baby,” | whispered to her, and Robert began groaning in ecstasy. The reality of 
this Scandinavian goddess fellating him excited him even more than it did me. She took his penis out of 
her mouth so she could lick him up and down, battering his dome with flicks of her tongue and slurping 
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her way down to lick and suck at his balls. Robert squirmed, and | didn’t blame him one bit. His breathing 
began getting a little unsteady, and | decided it was time to move on. 


“That’s enough for now, sweetie.” | pulled her off, and Robert just about keeled over backward. | took his 
cock in my hand and pumped it a few times, relishing the swollen, hot feel of it, slick with my spit and 
Irmgard’s. Then | beckoned to Adam. 


“Your turn.” 
He glanced at me and | gave him a smile and a steady look in return. “No more secrets, honey.” 
He stepped toward Robert, who smiled and gave him a small nod. It’s okay. 


| felt the same illicit thrill as the day before as | watched this gorgeous boy suck my husband’s cock. Only 
now, there was no jealousy, no hurt feelings, only a warm inclusiveness. 


“Oh god,” Irmgard said helplessly, and | glanced over at her in time to see her take hold of her own penis 
underwater and masturbate frantically to the sight, her arm churning the pool water into foam. It seems | 
wasn’t the only one. 


| took hold of her big rod and helped her stroke it. It felt good to feel her again, to heft and squeeze that 
outrageous member. | luxuriated in its heat and firmness pulsing back at my palm. | looked back at my 
husband to see Adam’s lips touching down in his pubic hair, and | felt another deep, approving twinge in 
my loins. | ran my other hand down Adam's back, under the water, to his ass. He was deliciously firm. 


For several precious moments | enjoyed the sights and sounds around me, as well as the tactile joys of 
fondling both my young friends. My cunt burned, and | rubbed my thighs together to help it along. 
Mmmm, | felt so powerful and alive and sexy. 


That’s enough for now. The afternoon sun was very hot, and we were all starting to sweat. Besides, both 
Robert and Irmgard were getting close, to gauge by their panting, and it was too soon yet. 


“Let’s go in and take a shower,” | suggested. There was a chorus of groans, but by unspoken vote, | 
seemed to be in charge. We all left our swimsuits on the deck. 


*** 


The shower turned into the most wonderful group-grope imaginable. We all piled into that big shower we 
have off the master bedroom and sort of soaped each other up, everyone lathering everyone else at the 
same time. There was much laughing and soapy bodies sliding over each other. Then Robert took me in 
his arms and kissed me, a wild, passionate kiss that left me breathless and shaky-legged. 


“Thank you,” he whispered in my ear after our lips finally parted, “this is wonderful. Totally bizarre, but 
wonderful.” 


“You're welcome,” | whispered, kissing him back. Irmgard and Adam were joined in a similar lip-lock, 
jammed in the shower next to us, hip-to-hip. Their hands were all over each other. They were almost the 
same height — Irmgard a hair taller. 


We rinsed all the soap off, and then suddenly, Irmgard knelt down and took Adam in her mouth. 
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“Oh yes, baby, yes,” | enthused, shocked and delighted at her initiative. 


Her pretty brows furrowed in fierce concentration as she worked at that huge rod. Adam looked as if he 
might faint, like a man dazed at his impossible good fortune. 


| couldn't get over how sexy Irmgard looked with a big cock in her mouth. She took her mouth off him 
briefly, to stroke it - she needed both hands - gazing with awe upon Adam's penis as if to gauge the best 
way to suck it. 


She licked him, giving every inch of his stalk and testicles a thorough tongue-bath. Watching her lovely 
lips fold around his balls as she mouthed his sac really got my motor running. | could’ve watched that 
alone all day. 


It was too much for Adam, poor boy. He gave a strangled groan and gasped, “Oh jeez, I’m gonna come! 
I’m gonna ...” 


Irmgard promptly popped the head and top few inches of his shaft in her mouth and sucked hard. Adam 
moaned, and his back arched as his head flung back and his hips jolted. Robert and | could see every pulse 
of his sperm shooting up the length of his dick into Irmgard’s mouth. 


Her eyes widened, and she swallowed as best she could; Adam’s orgasm was enormous, however, and 
frothy white semen slopped from the corners of her mouth and dripped down her chin. 


“Swallow it, swallow,” my husband and | coached. Irmgard gulped, spluttered, and gargled down Adam's 
plentiful ejaculate until there was nothing left. She moaned and panted almost as heavily as he did. Both 
of her slender hands milked his big cock for the last few precious drops. Eventually she had to release him 
when Adam collapsed against the wall of the shower stall. 


My whole body felt suffused with heat. | cupped Irmgard’s face in my palms and bent low to kiss her 
slack, spermy mouth passionately. We moaned into each other’s mouths as our tongues fought through 
Adam’s seed. It was so nasty and delicious. 


Then | stood and forced her head between my legs. | was too desperate to be gentle. | forked two fingers 
through my bush to pull back the foreskin from my clitoris and pushed it against her lips. 


She obeyed without question, bless her. Bright filaments of sexual pleasure forked through my loins as her 
tongue flickered over my supersensitive little node. | gasped as my body went into involuntary shivers. 


“Put your fingers in her,” Robert instructed her with a wicked smile. He crooked his fingers to mimic my 
favorite G-spot massage. 


“Oh you bastard,” | laughed breathlessly. 


Irmgard was a bright girl, and caught on quick. Her long fingers slipped up into my soaked vagina and 
found my special area with deft ease. She rubbed me, imitating Robert’s gestures, and my legs nearly 
gave out under me. The sight of her pretty face between my thighs, buried in my pubes, made me 
delirious with joy. 


My joy increased when | felt Robert kneel down behind me and spread my buttocks with his large hands. 
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He began licking my asshole, and | braced my arms against each side of the shower stall so | wouldn't fall 
over. My joy was complete when Adam embraced me from the side and began sucking at my nipples. | 
felt like a queen; | was the undisputed the center of attention, and | have never felt so worshipped. | 
howled like the proverbial banshee when | came. 


My legs finally gave out and Robert gently lowered me to the shower floor. Irmgard was still licking me, 
and | had to beg her to stop, as my poor pussy was just too sensitive. 


She crawled on top of me and kissed me with her face all sloppy with my juices. | loved it, and kissed her 
back hugging her tight to my boobs. 


“| want you to do that a lot,” | whispered fiercely. “I want you to get to know my pussy inside and out.” 
“| will,” she promised. 
“Good,” | said. “Now let’s get out of this shower before we all wrinkle up.” 


We rinsed off a bit more and then stepped out of the shower to dry off. | followed the parade of attractive 
asses to our big king-size bed. 


Adam and Irmgard were very eager and couldn't stop touching each other. They fell onto the bed in each 
other’s arms and rolled around, kissing. Robert and | joined them, and a very pleasant nude make-out 
interlude followed with our respective mates. It was very sweet, lying hip-to-hip with Irmgard with our 
men in our arms. Our hands were everywhere, touching and caressing. | opened my legs, and without any 
fumbling or guiding, Robert’s penis found my slippery little entrance at once, and entered me. We both 
moaned as he shoved all the way in, and began pumping me aggressively. 


We were both off in our own little world then. My eyes glazed over, and the mattress began bouncing 
quite a bit. 


| heard Irmgard call out, “Please, Adam, please,” and turned my head in time to hear him breathe “Okay,” 
in reply, and see him lift her legs over his thighs as he nestled down into position between hers. The 
muscles in his arms bulged as they took his weight, supporting his body at about a forty-five degree 
angle. In the space between their bodies, we could see those two big penises rub against each other as 
Adam lowered his hips. His cock drew down the underside of Irmgard’s in a long caress, nuzzling her balls 
before passing over them to lodge in the open, wet splay of her vagina underneath. 


Irmgard cried out and arched her body up into Adams as he penetrated her. It was beautiful, watching 
that wide, veiny column spread those delicate pink petals and pass inside her. A captivating mixture of 
pain, ecstasy and wonder passed over her face as Adam claimed her virginity. Her penis throbbed and 
bounced atop her belly, oozing with pleasure. 


| came, again, watching her, with a loud gasp. My face and my chest felt as flushed and hot as my cunt. 
When my eyes could focus again, Irmgard’s blue eyes were on mine. She was flushed and sweaty herself, 
and beaming a beatific smile at me. 


“You are so beautiful, Denise,” she mouthed. | smiled back. 


Adam’s face twisted in enjoyment. His hips thrust faster, and | reached over to grasp Irmgard’s cock. | 
stroked it, and watched her eyes change as her pleasure increased. Robert reached over and fondled her 
balls. Without missing a stroke into me, he rolled her testicles between his fingers and felt underneath 
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them to discover her clitoris. His eyes widened in astonishment, and so did Irmgard’s, as my husband and 
| jointly masturbated her in time with Adam's thrusts. 


She began gasping out a series of short, sharp “Oh’s,” rising in pitch as her eyes rolled back in her head. 
“Oh yes,” enthused Robert, nearly as excited as she was, “go for it, Irmie, go get it —” 


She screamed, and her penis inflated in my hand as it began to shoot great streams of creamy white 
sperm all over herself. That first, longest spurt landed right on her forehead, and trailed a thick, gluey 
white path across her nose, her open mouth, her chin and neck. The following spurts covered her heavy, 
sweaty breasts, and trickled off to the sides over her ribs. 


What followed was like a chain reaction. 


“Oh my God,” groaned Robert, wide-eyed. “Oh my fucking God.” His pace quickened, became wilder. He 
removed his hand from between Irmgard’s legs and braced himself on his elbows to pound more strongly 
into me. | felt his testicles draw up into a tight fist and then heard him grunt as his sperm flooded my 
vagina. | sighed in contentment, and traded off looking at my husband's ecstasy-stricken face and 
Irmgard’s penis, which throbbed out the last of her thick white pudding over my fist. 


“| can feel her coming,” groaned Adam, “oh God ...” 


He let out a gasp that was almost a sob and began thrusting fast and hard, shooting Irmgard full of his 
virile young juice. She cried out with him, and lifted her hips up to him, desperate to take every drop. 


Eventually, the room quieted to nothing but the faint sound of panting from four very happy people. 
“Irmie,” Robert finally said, “are you okay? How do you feel?” 

She stared at the ceiling with glassy eyes, taking stock of herself. 

“Hungry,” she finally answered. 


“I'm starving,” Adam echoed, with feeling. | started laughing. | couldn't help it, | was famished as well. 
Robert joined in, and then all of us, naked and sticky, were off to the deck to fire up the barbecue. 


*** 


We didn’t bother getting dressed as the hot day had wound down into a sultry evening. Robert insisted on 
wearing on his BBQ apron while cooking the salmon, which Irmgard found particularly hilarious with its 
‘Grill or Be Grilled’ motto in ragged lettering on the front, and his bare butt sticking out in back. 


“Cute bum, Mr. Westlake,” she called out saucily, to which Robert replied, “call me Robert, Irmie. And 
thank you.” He wiggled the aforementioned bum at the same time, which brought on a fit of giggles from 
Irmgard, a snort from Adam, and a rush of warmth between the legs of Yours Truly. 


We ate ravenously and watched the stars come out. We sipped Auld Banshees from that wonderful 
microbrewery back home, and talked about everyday things. | was comfortable and filled with a lazy kind 
of sensuality, hanging around naked with my husband and friends on the back deck. | felt buzzed and 
happy from the good times and beer, and I’m sure everyone else did too. 
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It was Adam who got things rolling again. He and Irmgard were standing hand in hand and just naturally 
began kissing. Adam then began kissing his way down Irmgard’s body, pausing at her breasts to knead 
and suck them. He tongued her navel for a least ten minutes, which really made her squirm, and then 
finally went down to his knees. She was fully, fearsomely erect. 


He teased her cock for a while, licking her up and down with a light touch, feathery little tickles to her 
balls and glans. 


“Come on, Adam, come on,” she beseeched, and began pressing insistently on his head and shoulders. 
He chuckled, and gripped her cock tightly. He shook it a bit, and looked at it admiringly. 
“| can’t believe how big this beautiful thing is,” he said. Then he engulfed it in his mouth. 


| felt a little jealous, watching his lips slide down that glistening, fleshy trunk. Adam’s mouth was wider 
than mine, and he seemed to be able to take her much easier. 


His eyes clenched shut as the bottom two-thirds of Irmgard’s great penis slid down his throat and she let 
out a long breath that was equal parts pleasure and amazement. 


Adam's head began moving back and forth and made the slurpy sounds of what was certainly an 
exceptional blowjob echo within the high-fenced enclosure of our back yard. 


Robert stepped forward and kissed her. My husband knows how to kiss a woman to make her toes curl, 
and he was giving Irmgard the full treatment. | could see her eyes rolling under her closed lids. She 
reached out blindly and squeezed the growing bulge in the front of Robert’s BBQ apron. | didn’t feel 
jealous in the slightest. Well, perhaps a //tt/e, but the sight was so erotic, the sting just made it more 
piquant. 


Robert dropped to his knees behind her and began eating out her ass. Oh, that bastard. It seems | married 
an ass-loving man. Her back arched, and she began moaning. Her posture thrust her breasts forward in a 
most appealing way, and | decided to join in. 


| remembered how wonderful it felt to be the center of attention, and | decided it was now Irmgard’s turn. 
| embraced her from the side, dropped my head to that splendid chest, and began sucking on her nipples, 
just as Adam had done to me earlier. 


She clutched at me to support herself, and shook under all that stimulation. Her hands grabbed at my hair 
and held me tight to her bosom. | lashed her nipples with my tongue and then nipped and pulled at them 
with my teeth. She whined and quivered under this three-fold assault. 


| took my mouth away long enough to say in a wicked voice, “Robert — put your fingers in her,” and then 
resumed suckling. | heard Robert chuckle from between the cheeks of her ass and then Irmgard promptly 
stiffened in my arms. | could imagine what he was doing; Robert has very educated fingers, and his 
favorite tactic is to keep his thumb on the clitoris while two fingers penetrate to stimulate the vagina’s 
interior orgasm zones. Irmgard’s hips wavered, and | ran my hands over them, steadying her. | stroked her 
firm little belly, and pinched each of those pert buttcheeks currently divided around my husband’s face, 
and held her by the handles of her hipbones. | couldn’t see anything with my face buried in her breasts, 
but the rhythmic sucking of Adam's blowjob, the slobber and smack of my husband’s mouth working 
away at her anus, and the squelch of his fingers in her pussy all painted a clear picture. Not to mention 
the way her body twisted and shook in my grasp. | could feel her breathing accelerate as our ministrations 
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had the desired effect. 


Irmgard’s fingers tightened in my hair painfully as she came again. She let out a hoarse cry, and | could 
hear Adam gulping and gurgling as she hosed down his throat with her usual powerhouse ejaculation. 


Listening to her cries of orgasm, and the labored sounds of Adam coping with it, | actually felt a little 
envious of my young friend. While | was grateful to be born normal, and a woman, | couldn’t help 
wondering what it must be like to be able to feel what Irmgard must feel. | could only guess what it might 
be like to feel that mighty penis engorge with blood between my thighs to its full enormous size, to feel it 
throb with power and potency, and lastly, that unimaginable pleasure and completion as it launched its 
spermatic payload straight up into heaven. 


Diary, | think every woman wonders what it must be like to be a man at some point, or what it must feel 
like to make love as a man, and feeling Irmgard come in my arms under that beautiful starry sky was the 
closest | think I’ve ever come to realizing that fantasy. | was envious, but at the same time, | was very 
grateful for the experience. | was also ecstatic that my special friend was having such a wonderful time, 
and the thought of her finding such happiness made me want to cry. 


Then, as her breathing returned to normal, | thought it only right that | have some fun, too. 


Adam was still sucking her, moaning out his enjoyment as he extracted the last of her sperm. | looked 
down to see he was a mess. Irmgard’s goo covered his face, and even his bare chest glittered with pretty 
streaks of jism in the starlight. | laughed and leaned down to lick him clean. Irmgard tasted salty-sweet, as 
always. Then I stood up. 


“| want to be filled with cock,” | announced. “Stuffed airtight. In every hole.” 
| smiled at three sets of stunned eyes. “Let’s get back to bed.” 


++% 


| was only too happy to step into the role of choreographer again. Robert and Adam were both rigidly 
erect after the session on the back deck, but | knew the kind of manoeuvre | was proposing required a 
little more warm up. | had Adam lie on the bed, and | straddled his shoulders. 


“Have you ever eaten pussy before?” | asked him. He shook his head. 


“Time to learn.” | spread myself open for him, and he stared, fascinated. “Here are the inner lips, my labia 
minora, and here ... is my clitoris. Just start licking, and l'Il tell you when you're doing it ri — ooh!” 


Adam was a quick learner, too. He licked me very gently, taking care not to apply too much pressure, until 
| pushed down with greedy hips, indicating | was ready for it. 


| felt Robert’s hands spreading my buns again, and then warm breath and a licking tongue in between. | 
laughed and shivered at the same time, and leaned forward to open myself further to him, supporting my 
weight on my arms. My breasts swung forward, and | was struck by their size — they almost brushed the 
bedspread and my nipples were as big as the end joints of a longshoreman’s thumbs. I’d never seen them 
so stiff. 


It was great, feeling two tongues lapping away at me. They rolled over each other as they went about 
their business, and my juices really began to flow. Both my holes were thoroughly licked, teased and 
probed. 
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“Robert, you are such a fantastic ass licker,” | chuckled in deep appreciation. 
“Why thank you honey,” he breathed in my ear. 


| started; my husband was kneeling next to me, smiling at my misconception. He stroked my hair and 
kissed my neck. | craned my neck to look down my back. | saw a mass of blonde tresses atop my cheeks 
and nearly swooned, realizing it was Irmgard rimming me! 

“Oh wow, baby,” | moaned. She made a happy little sound and planted a very wet kiss right on my anus. 
“Do you like that?” She asked me, leaning around my hip to look up into my face. 

“Oh, | love it, sweetie.” 

“I’m glad. | loved it when Robert did it to me.” 


She dove back out of sight and | sighed, feeling her efforts recommence. 


Robert leaned over to the night table and fished about in the drawer. He came back with a bottle of my 
favourite strawberry gel lube. It’s clear, edible, tastes delicious and gets my asshole slicker than anything. 


“Here, Irmgard,” said Robert. “Your finger.” 
Irmgard stopped licking me, and then | felt her touch my asshole with a finger dripping wet with lube. 
“Just rub it a bit first,” Robert instructed. “Then slip it inside.” 


Irmgard complied, and the feel of her long, slim index finger sliding effortlessly up my derriere 
accompanying Adam’s eager mouthings in front made me weak. 


“Another finger,” instructed Robert. “That’s it.” 
She stretched me open with two fingers, then a third. It was delightful. 
“It's so hot inside her,” she marvelled. 


At Robert’s prompting, she twisted her fingers around and around inside me, putting torque on the 
sensitive tissues of my rectum. All | could do was moan. 

“All right now,” Robert said, “Adam, move up. Get your hips underneath her.” It seemed my husband had 
taken over as choreographer. Good thing too, as | was in no shape to lead. 


Adam did as he was told and | felt his dauntingly thick organ brush the back of my thigh. | felt Irmgard’s 
other hand as she took hold of it and shook it a bit. Without any prompting, she stood it upright and 
guided it between the sopping-wet lips of my vulva. | lowered myself, and winced as that broad wedge of 
slick man flesh pried me open. 


| pushed down firmly and both Adam and | grunted in almost-pain as he filled me. Next to Irmgard, this 
was the biggest cock I’d ever taken. | breathed deeply, and focussed on relaxing and accepting him. | sat 
there, panting and concentrating on the wonderful feeling of being spiked on that huge post with 
Irmgard’s fingers wiggling up my ass at the same time, and it was soon done. | put my hands on Adam's 
shoulders and began to work myself up and down. Irmgard held her hand still, and | fucked myself on her 
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fingers as well as Adam’s cock. 
“| can feel you, Adam,” she said excitedly. “I can feel you inside her.” 
“| can feel you too,” he groaned. “Oh God, you're so tight, Denise.” 


| groaned something unintelligible right back at him, and sensed Robert repositioning himself behind me. 
The bed shifted a bit, and Irmgard brushed against me as she made way for him. Her fingers withdrew, 
and | was sad to feel them go, but immediately after Robert took hold of my hips and pressed the 
beautiful head of his very hard penis against my very well-lubricated asshole. My ass gave way to him, 
and softly flowered open as he slipped inside. 


My eyes widened at the same time. The feeling was sublime. Robert had once fucked me in the ass with a 
dildo while seated in my vagina, and while that had been lovely, it was nowhere near as intense as the 
feeling of two big, living penises skewering me both fore and aft. | can only describe the feeling as one of 
enormous fullness and completion. Robert’s balls came to rest atop Adam’s, and | have never felt so 
stuffed. 


“| can feel you, Robbie,” croaked Adam, and he surely could; both penises were jammed together so 
tightly inside of me, separated only by a thin membrane, that all three of us could feel every pulse, every 
bulge and flex in our respective anatomies. 


Then they both began pumping me and | nearly lost my mind. They really gave it to me good. Their hands 
groped my tits and roamed my body with a rough male urgency that inflamed me even further; they thrust 
and spanked into my bouncy softness with no tenderness whatsoever. My body just took off on its own, 
thrusting and wiggling madly back at them both, matching their need, while throaty moans | didn’t even 
recognize as my own filled the room with the sounds of sluttish rapture. The desperate, agonized groans 
of the men formed a charming counterpoint. Slick smacking sounds from between our legs accompanied 
their rhythmic sluicing plunges. 


Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Irmgard facing us on her side, her head supported with deceptive 
casualness on one hand with her arm bent at the elbow. Her other hand was busy fisting her prodigious 
erection fast and strong to our live sex show. The upright arch of her hip formed a perfect guitar curve, 
almost like a classical nude. Her eyes were intent, and she had her tongue between her teeth as she 
concentrated on the two cocks plumbing me. | caught her eye, and gave her an open-mouthed smile 
through my panting. 


Then ... | don’t know where he got the self-control, but Robert withdrew from me and beckoned to 
Irmgard. | gasped. | felt so empty; | could feel my vacated asshole gaping open like the mouth of a 
subway tunnel. | had the unique sensation of being able to feel the cool air of the room playing over my 
hole. 


Irmgard’s eyes got wider as she rose to her knees and Robert poured that clear gel lubricant all over her 
cock. He took hold of her zucchini and jacked her off to spread the lube around, until it gleamed and 
dripped, and his fist made obscene squishy noises travelling up and down her trunk. Irmgard’s eyelids 
drooped in pleasure and her mouth went slack. They both looked down, watching Robert’s hand 
vigorously working the oil into her dick. 


Using her cock as a tow-rope, Robert pulled Irmgard into position behind me. My thighs quivered. A faint 
anxiety threaded through my excitement — what if she thought the prospect was gross? Years ago, it had 
taken Robert quite a bit of sweet-talking to convince me to first try anal. 
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Then | felt Irmgard’s smaller, more delicate hands grasp my hips and the hot, oily snout of her massive 
penis nudge my open rectum. | could feel the trembling eagerness in her touch, and all my anxiety melted 
back into the bubbling cauldron of my loins. 


“Go baby,” | croaked, looking back at her. “Do it.” 


Robert knelt partially behind her with his arms around her, massaging her breasts. He whispered in her 
ear, coaching her, | guess, because as excited as she was, she pressed her enormous stalk up into me 
very slowly. Irmgard is at least half again as thick and long as Robert; she opened me deeper and wider 
than he ever had before. There was quite a bit of pain as | adjusted to her, but Robert had done an 
excellent job of preparing me, and it soon passed. Adam groaned along with me, his head lolling on the 
pillow, | imagine fighting valiantly not to prematurely ejaculate. The pressure inside me, the friction and 
intimacy and pleasure increased tenfold with her grand entrance. 


| felt two sets of balls kiss again as she came to rest all the way up in me and it was just too much. 
“I’m going to come,” | wailed. “Don’t move, either of you ... just ... oooh!” 


| shook like Jell-o between them as | cut loose with a long orgasmic ululation. | collapsed atop Adam, 
feeling as if my body and bones had melted into creamy pudding. My wetness soaked all of our thighs. 


Eventually my mind rejoined my befuddled, sex-drugged body. 
“Go ahead,” | mumbled into Adam’s chest, “fuck away. Don’t mind me. Have a good time.” 


And they did. Irmgard pulled back, eliciting a sharp breath from me, and then slid firmly home with a sigh 
from both of us. Adam began thrusting with her, establishing a rhythm, and my pleasure-receptors 
twanged like plucked harp strings. Those two penises massaged each other as they thrust back and forth 
inside me. My body seethed in overwhelming pleasure. 


“Oh god” wept Irmgard, “oh god.” Her voice rose in high, keening little gasps as she kept time with 
Adam. She sounded so sexy. The stretching sensation brought about by both those huge cocks was like 
agony, except it felt so good. 


Then Robert lifted my head up firmly by the hair and fed his cock into my mouth. It tasted of strawberry 
lubricant and my ass. | sucked him with mindless ferocity. | got my wish; | was plugged in every hole. 


| was too overcome to do much of anything but hold still and let my husband and two young lovers use 
my various orifices as they saw fit. They used me hard. Irmgard was particularly wild; she took the lead, 
pumping me at a faster, punishing pace that Adam puffed to match. 


“| love your ass,” she panted, and from the gloating, glorying sound of her voice (which sounded nothing 
like her normal, humble undertones) it was clear she meant it. She jammed my asshole with reckless 
abandon, sending droplets of perspiration and pussy juice flying. Our house has central AC, and is 
pleasantly cool during the summer months, but it was hot as a sauna in our bedroom that night. The scent 
of sex and perspiration filled the room like heady incense. 


Irmgard and Adam fucked me so hard | came in no time at all, a quick, blinding spasm left me gasping. | 
was mindful of Roberts dick in my mouth, and kept my jaws open and my tongue working through it, and 
Robert didn’t stop fucking my face. | loved it. 
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The next orgasm had a much longer, more luxurious build up. My body was so relaxed and bendable from 
the sex that | just revelled in the slowly rising tide as my partners bounced and buffeted my body between 
them. | could hear and feel their arousal rising with mine. My voice rose in pitch and volume as the finale 
approached. 


The slap of each wet nutsack against my perineum came louder and quicker as Irmgard and Adam fucked 
me harder still. And then, one after the other, my lovers began wailing and roaring and jetting me full of 
their wonderful seed. It set me off in a cluster burst of climaxes like a string of firecrackers. My body 
shook and rang like a gong. Our voices belted out our accomplishment like a choir. I’m glad we weren't 
living in that old thin-walled apartment anymore; the neighbours would have called the police, we were 
making so much noise. 


Robert’s semen filled my mouth and spilled out the sides. | began coughing and spluttering; | was simply 
too overtaken to handle his orgasm with my usual skill. He withdrew, still ejaculating, and great silver 
ropes splattered my red face and Irmgard’s too. | felt her breasts against my back as she leaned forward 
to take Robert’s spurting tool in her mouth. Her eyes closed and her cheeks caved in as she sucked him 
down like a milkshake. A fat strand of Robert’s sperm lay in a perfect line across her nose, and smaller 
droplets trailed down her cheeks. She was beautiful, so much so that tears filled my eyes as her huge plug 
flexed in my rectum. A flood of wetness soaked our jammed-together hips as my overtaxed orifices 
overflowed. 


| twisted my head around so | could kiss Irmgard’s spermy cheek. Her eyelids fluttered in 
acknowledgement, but she didn’t release Robert’s penis. | didn’t blame her a bit. 


Then | leaned forward to plop my sweaty breasts on Adam’s equally hot, slick chest and kissed him, too. | 
kissed that beautiful boy long and thoroughly, and enjoyed feeling his cock twitch out the last of his cum 
inside me and soften. His muscular arms encircled me to hug me tight, and | squirmed with happiness. 


Irmgard’s hands stroked up and down my back and then she lay down on top of me, purring in 
contentment. Adam grunted, but made no protest at the weight of two grown women on top of him. He 
had a smile on his flushed face. | didn’t think anything short of a bomb dropping on us could wipe it away. 


| turned my head to see Robert lying next to us. He leaned over and kissed me. | kissed him back, and 
then said, “your cock,” in a sperm-thickened voice. He nodded, kissed me again, then reared up and 
brought his rubbery penis back to my lips. He put a steadying hand on the back of my head as | sucked 
him inside. Adam and Irmgard were both kissing me, each working on their respective sides of my neck 
and ears. | giggled like an idiot and thought my eyes might cross from all the delightful attention. 


Robert’s balls hung heavy and replete in their hairy sac. | stroked them. It always fascinated me how they 
could draw up so tightly to his root so that they nearly disappeared when he approached orgasm, and 
then immediately after, drop down to their full baggy majesty. Adam tilted his head and obligingly began 
sucking Robert’s bag, licking away through my fingers. Irmgard, catching on, raised up slightly to start 
kissing and sucking on Robert’s nipples. 


He let out a deep breath, and his wonderful prick stiffened and swelled in my mouth. He cradled Irmgard’s 
pretty head to his chest and sighed. He closed his eyes and a patently silly smile raised the corners of his 
mouth. 


We all worked away at him for a while, then | made a decision. | released Robert’s penis and looked him 
at him. 
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| told him, “Robert — get behind Irmie. Fuck her.” 


Irmgard moaned, and her relaxed penis twitched in my anus. | felt it swell up. 

For some reason, both Robert and Irmgard looked at Adam, who grinned and nodded. It belatedly occurred 
to me that as her nominal boyfriend now, Adam might have some say in the matter. | felt a pang. In my 
spacey, sexed-up state | was apparently oblivious to the new currents and affiliations forming around me. 
| found | didn’t mind sharing her, however, and clearly she wanted to be shared, given the grateful look 
she gave Adam and the eager kiss she gave Robert as he moved around us. 


| felt her breasts mash into my sweaty back again as Robert pushed her down into position. | felt Robert’s 
body down there between all our legs, spreading us all wider with his knees to make room. There was a 
suspenseful moment and then Irmgard breathed a sweet, throaty moan into my ear. To my shock, | could 
actually feel his penetration through Irmgard’s body; her belly was pressed tight to my ass. The distension 
of her vagina around him shifted her penis forward and the pressure of his hips pressed her tighter into 
me. Robert let out another long breath and | knew he was all the way inside. Adam gripped both of 
Irmgard’s hands, spread-eagled on the bedspread, and her knuckles went white gripping back. | felt her 
forehead rest on the nape of my neck and her heavy breathing tickled my shoulders. 


Her cock grew to its full size and stiffness in my ass, and Adam’s cock grew in response. 


He rolled his hips slightly, and his penis stirred around against hers. She moved a bit in response, as if 
assuring him she was alright. 


With a dazzle of excitement | realized my three lovers were communicating through the medium of my 
body. | squeezed back, flexing my pelvic muscles to encourage them. 


Robert began thrusting, slowly and gently, and | could feel every pump vibrate through the tuning fork of 
Irmgard’s lovely body. He held himself buried and ground into her, hard, working her insides around. The 
action ground upon all of us and we all moaned in response. 


| felt Robert’s thrusts speed up, and Irmgard began moaning steadily. She began moving her hips again, 
pushing back against Robert, pushing forward into me. Adam began shoving his hips up at me, and our 
odd, well-lubricated four-part fucking machine was running again. 


Irmgard suddenly bit me on the shoulder and | came again, gasping and shuddering, a little disbelieving of 
my own capacity for pleasure. I'd never come so much, so quickly. My whole body was humming. | was 
relaxed and happy in every pore, and at the same time, | was supercharged with orgasmic energy. | was 

riding a sexual high like I'd never experienced. 


Irmgard gave a soft cry and | felt a shiver run through her. She was coming as well, but | felt no 
answering throb and gush in my ass. This orgasm, it seems was purely vaginal. My foggy brain was 
fascinated. 


Her cry was choked off, and the weight of her upper body lifted off my back. | strained my neck looking 
over my shoulder, and Robert had lifted her up by the hair for a kiss. He had a fist wrapped in her hair 
while his other hand groped her breasts in front. Her eyes were closed, and her eyes rolled wildly under 
their lids. Her face and chest were a deep red and their tongues slipped back and forth between their lips. 
It was quite the erotic sight. 


| didn’t quite come from watching them, but | felt a melting rush inside me that signalled another orgasm 
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wasn’t far off. Then | got a twinge in my neck from the strain, and | abruptly realized that | wanted to see 
more, and that | wouldn't be able to get a good look in this posture. 


Without any further thought, | crawled forward, disengaging from Irmgard and Adam with a thick slurping 
sound. | groaned as their long plugs pulled free, and their answering groans of dismay were very flattering. 


| flopped lengthwise beside them, momentarily boneless from the tremendous sensation of my vagina and 
anus being suddenly vacated. They both gaped wide open briefly, and as | slowly re-closed, | could feel 
my young friends’ combined fluids ooze from me. It was so nasty and delicious | just lay there a moment 
to enjoy it, squirming in perverse, sticky joy. 


When | rolled on my side to face my husband and our two young friends, Robert was pumping Irmgard 
with a steady, forceful slap-slap-slap. Her ass was up, her face down, and her backside jiggled from the 
beating. Robert’s strong hands gripped her by the hips, pulling her back onto his post to add strength to 
his thrusts. Her upper body sprawled atop Adam, and his arms wrapped tight around her as they necked 
passionately. Loud mewling sounds escaped from between their lips. 


My husband had abandoned himself to his efforts; his head was flung back, and his whole body flushed 
dark with strain. His face twisted in agony. He was beautiful. 


It occurred to me, lying there with my head eight miles high, that one of the drawbacks of a monogamous 
relationship was that unless one invested in a lot of video equipment, one never really got to see one’s 
mate in action, so to speak. You were always immediately involved in the sex; you never really got any 
perspective on it. 


For the first time | could enjoy, up close, the sights, sounds, and smells of my husband in his full sexual 
fury in such a way that completely satisfied every voyeuristic craving I’d ever had. | laid back and put a 
hand between my legs. | was tender, but not sore or worn out yet, so | enjoyed the view and 
masturbated. 

| took it all in — the powerful shift of muscles in Robert's thighs and ass; the squash of Irmgard’s fat 
breasts against Adam's chest; the shine of sweat on the corrugations of Robert’s stomach sweeping 
down to the sweat-glossed plumpness of Irmgard’s buttocks; the curving indentations of his fingers in her 
soft flesh. | breathed deeply, soaring on the heady funk of sex, and rose higher. 


Then things were happening again. Adam put his hands on Irmgard’s shoulders and gently pushed her up 
to her hands and knees. 


“Raise up, honey,” he said, and she obeyed. Her breasts hung down, udder-like in their voluptuous 
fullness. He kissed her, and then flipped himself over onto his belly, staying underneath her. 


“Now come down again,” he breathed over his shoulder, and she pressed her breasts into his back. 


| saw his intent, and sprang into action. | groped for the lube, found it, and squeezed a generous portion 
out onto my fingers. | shoved my hand between Irmgard’s belly and Adam’s back and forced my hand 
down between his cheeks. Irmgard’s penis was wedged down between Adam’s legs at what looked like 
an uncomfortable angle, but she would have to wait. 


| rubbed my lube-soaked fingers in wide circles around Adam’s asshole, getting it good and slippery. | 
pressed down with the pad of my middle finger and his hole relaxed easily, allowing me to slip inside. | 
pushed my index finger in as well, meeting no resistance as | rotated my wrist, getting his insides well 
softened and lubed up. | enjoyed the heat and tightness of his chute so much that Adam had to murmur, 
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“Denise ...” so that | remembered the objective at hand and removed my fingers. | licked them, and then 
took hold of Irmgard’s pole. 


| put my other hand on Robert’s hip to still his drives up Irmgard’s pussy, and in a rather hoarse voice, 
instructed her, “lift up a little more, sweetie.” 


She obliged, and the mauve dome of her penis drew up with her hips, to hover over Adam's greasy 
cheeks. 


“Down a bit,” | murmured, biting my lip in concentration, and Irmgard gingerly spread her knees a bit, 
lowering her spike toward its target like a fleshy Sword of Damocles. Her big head brushed the base of his 
spine, and he moaned in anticipation. Gripping her stalk tightly, | lined her up with Adam’‘s asshole. | put 
another hand between them to fork open the lips of the boy’s soft, inviting anus and then kissed Irmgard’s 
enormous, cummy glans against it. Her preseminal fluid was flowing again, and | drew little moist circles 
around his pucker, like | was holding the world’s largest stick of lip balm. They both sighed. 


| didn’t have to say anything. Irmgard held perfectly still, and Adam pushed back against her. 


It was a hypnotic sight. The wrinkles around Adam's rectum all disappeared as his hole spread open 
around Irmgard. His lips stretched to enclose her till they were almost white. They trembled as they 
swallowed her fat red crown, and then rippled as they flowed up the vein-ridged contours of her trunk. 


The penetration was conducted in an almost reverent silence; Adam sucked in a sharp breath at one point 
during the process, but he gave no other indication of pain, and he certainly made no protest. 


Then Irmgard gave a soft groan and pushed down, completing her entry in one quick thrust. Adam 
gasped. | heard the wet slap of balls colliding and | knew she was home. 


For a while, nobody moved. Their expressions transfixed me. Irmgard and Adam both looked like they 
were alternately experiencing unbearable pain and transcendent bliss. My husband just looked stunned. 


| had to see more. | crawled around behind the trio, and sprawled on my belly between the tangle of 
spread legs. | kissed each cheek of Robert’s bum and looked underneath. 


What a sight. It floored me, Diary. Such a dizzying conglomeration of enormous testicles and conjoined 
genitals. Irmgard’s precious pink pussy was spread wide in a vertical eye around the column of Robert's 
cock. He was stuffed in so deep the hood of her clitoris was pulled back and her little bare nubbin clung to 
his underside, nearly buried in the hair of his balls. Below that, Irmgard’s own much bigger balls were 
pulled up so tight that her straining pussy seemed to rest on them like cushions. | could barely see the 
shiningly distended ring of Adam’s cock-packed anus behind them, but | caught the glisten of lube, all 
right. And below that, Adam’s own balls hung relaxed and enormous in their sac while his penis, gleaming 
and sloppy from its exploits up my pussy, bobbed and throbbed with erect pride parallel to his belly. The 
whole vista was the most beautifully obscene thing I’d ever seen. 


| couldn’t resist. | let my tongue slide up all three of them in a long slow lick, from Adam’s balls, all the 
way up to Robert’s sweaty asshole. Irmgard shivered and gave a mouselike squeak (“Ooh!”) as | lapped 
over her clitoris. | gave a husky laugh; | was back in charge. 


“Robert, Adam, stay still,” | commanded. “Irmgard, start moving.” And | reached around Robert’s hip to 
give her rump a spank. She squealed most gratifyingly, and began slowly shunting her hips back and 
forth. 
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My vantage point was perfect. | watched, mesmerized, as Irmgard’s lovely ass bobbed up and down. | 
watched from less than a foot away as her huge slimy shaft squeezed out of Adam's distended asshole 
and then squelched back inside. Immediately above, | saw a similar action taking place as the same 
movement forced my husband's fat cock in and out of her vagina. 


| decided that the slapping sound of balls upon balls was my new favourite thing. | watched as Irmgard’s 
big spheres clapped into Adam’s as she thrust down and then flew up to impact upon Robert’s when she 
thrust back. | had the whimsical thought that it was not unlike that old video game, Pong. 


The interior tissues of her pussy were the most lovely shade of pink. They shone with wetness as 
Robert's big cock pulled them inside out, opening and closing with her lunges. | couldn't help myself. | 
began rubbing her clitoris. She began shaking. 


“Keep moving, Irmgard,” | said sternly. “Stay focussed.” 


“I will,” she promised in a shaky little voice, and God love her, she tried. She got very loud, gasping and 
crying out, but she fought to maintain a steady rhythm. 


| could see Robert’s cock get wetter and wetter as her juices flowed. | saw the muscles in her thighs 
jumping. She began thrusting harder, faster, really driving the dick into Adam and driving Robert’s equally 
hard and fast into her. Robert began panting. Adam began groaning the deep sexy groans of a man getting 
assfucked, hard, by a beautiful girl with a huge cock. 


| wanted her to come, now. | stuck my face into that wonderfully smelly nest of crotches, tilted my head 
sideways, and began licking her clitoris. Robert’s balls rested heavily on my upward-facing cheek. Irmgard 
instantly gave a loud cry and froze, and this gave me the opportunity to seize her nub between my lips 
and suck it. | did it hard, and fluttered my tongue against the tip. | felt her balls draw up tight beneath my 
chin. 


Irmgard gasped out a familiar succession of escalating moans. Her whole body went into spasms, which 
culminated in an explosive grunt. 


Her pussy soaked my face with clear, sticky, musky juice. | could see her vagina contracting around 
Robert, rhythmically expelling those fragrant gushes of bittersweet fluid. 


She babbled and moaned what sounded like gibberish, but then | realized was actually Swedish. | caught 
the sharp scent of fresh semen, and then saw her cum overflowing out around her cock, flowing down 
Adam’s balls in great waves. 


Each spasm wrenched a grunt out of her that sounded like it was coming from the deepest depths of her 
being. Rolling my eyes down slightly, | could see the roots of her cock pulsing. | sucked her clitoris in time 
with them. 


“Oh,” gasped Adam, and his joy at Irmgard’s climax was tinged with wonder. “Oooohhh ...” 


| knew what he was feeling, and my own emotions were a complex blend of happiness, sympathy and a 
tiny bit of jealousy. 


Irmgard wept and wailed through her orgasm and eventually collapsed on top of Adam. Robert’s penis 
popped free in a spray of juice and | promptly sucked it clean. Delicious! 
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Adam and Irmgard rolled onto their sides. Irmgard put an arm around his chest and hugged him tight, and 
they joined in another over-the-shoulder kiss. 


Adam’s cock was still up; Irmgard had come very quickly at my prodding, and he hadn't come with her. 
Robert, | knew, once he’d come once, could delay his own ejaculation indefinitely. | was reaching the end 
of my sexual stamina, but | knew my husband and | were good for at least one more episode that night, 
and | was wondering if our friends were too. 


Robert and | lay down with them and book-ended the happy couple. | snuggled up to Adam and Robert 
spooned up behind Irmgard. We cuddled and calmed down, stroking each other as every now and again a 
delayed shudder would pass through one of us. 

Irmgard looked sated and beautiful. Her eyes were bright with tears and something else. It took me awhile 
to recognize it as the genuine joy of living. She smiled at me, her smile was happy, calm and mature, and 
at the same time there was something roguish about it. She had seen a glimpse of the true scope of her 
life’s possibilities, and | suspected she was more than a little intoxicated. | also suspected that my best 
laid plans had come to fruition and then some; my friend had truly come into her own. 

Irmgard and Adam were still linked. 


“Do you two plan on staying joined at the hip all night?” | asked lightly. 


Adam opened his mouth and Irmgard said “yes,” in a firm voice that brooked no contradiction. Adam 
closed his mouth and smiled. He nestled back comfortably in Irmgard’s arms. 


“Um,” | said. | was rather absurdly tongue-tied. | was so pleased at the outcome of this evening | didn’t 
quite know what to say, for one of the few times in my life. 


“Denise,” Irmgard said softly. 

“Yes, sweetheart?” 

“| think Adam and | will have to come over for your barbecues more often.” 

Robert brayed with laughter and | joined once my surprise at a sly wisecrack from Irmgard had passed. 


“Seriously,” smiled Adam. “There will be more of this, right? | mean,” he heaved a great contented sigh, 
“| could get used to this kinda thing.” 


“Absolutely,” Robert said. | glanced fondly at him. | was pleased with Robert as well. He had experienced 
some terrible shocks throughout this whole remarkable day, but every time he had risen to the occasion 
with magnificent aplomb. 


“As much as you like, darlings,” | affirmed. “But as for right now ... well — ” | smiled with a shrug — “I'm 
out of ideas.” | blinked, and tried to clear my fuzzy head. “Is there anything we haven't done that anyone 
would like to do?” 


Irmgard raised her hand. 


“Yes, Miss Bergström?” | asked in my crisp schoolteacher voice. Robert and Adam snorted. 
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Irmgard smiled and said, “| loved watching you earlier ... when Adam and Robert were both in you. That 
was ... amazing. I'd like to try that.” 


“Ask and ye shall receive, honey.” 

Irmgard rose up on her elbow and looked down into Adam's face. 

“| want you in my ass this time.” Her face was very serious. It wasn’t a request. 
From the look on Adam's face he wasn’t about to refuse her. 


My thoughtful husband retrieved warm washcloths from the bathroom and we cleaned up a little. He 
adjusted the AC to alleviate some of the oven-like heat so that we and our guests were more comfortable. 


| put my hands on Irmgard’s shoulders, and made as if to bend her over. | paused, and with respect, 
asked, “Irmgard ... may 1?” 


She smiled at me. “You don’t have to ask, Denise. Not ever.” She bent over on all fours. 


| kissed her lips, and then moved around to kiss her ears and then her shoulders. Up on my knees beside 
her, | kissed and licked my careful way down her spine. She breathed out a deep, happy sigh. 


| knelt behind her and feasted my eyes on her lovely rump. | palmed each round, perfect cheek and let my 
thumbs slip into the crack. | spread her. The lamplight glistened on the lips of her little blossom. | bent my 
head and licked her, letting my wet tongue undulate against the little wrinkles of her puckered aperture. 
One of my fingers slipped into her vagina; | pumped and twisted it around for a few strokes to gather 
wetness, then withdrew it to press upon her anus. | drew little circles again, massaging and relaxing her 
muscles. Then | licked her again. | pushed my face right into her split and really indulged myself. | licked 
and flicked and teased at her asshole until | felt it soften, and then | forced my tongue inside. She groaned 
again. | burrowed in as deep as | could get, and then swirled my tongue around. | really enjoyed the heat 
and nasty tangy flavour of her rear passage. | tongue-fucked her and moistened her bung with as much 
spit as | could drool. 


| lifted my head and pressed against her with my finger again. This time, my finger glided right up her ass 
with soft, saliva-lubed ease. | put in another finger, and for the second time that night, enjoyed the 
pleasant task of relaxing and greasing a hot young asshole for anal sex. 


“Are you having a good time, Irmgard?” Her brow was creased; | wasn’t sure with concentration or 
distaste. She flashed a quick smile at me over her shoulder. 


“Yes Denise, it’s lovely,” 
“Okay.” | put a third finger in and began pushing in and out. | was confident she liked it when she began 
pushing back. Her asshole was tight, but well-opened by then, and from the way it sucked hungrily on my 


fingers, she was clearly ready for something bigger. 


| glanced over at the boys, who were sitting side-by-side stroking each other’s rigid erection. Their cocks 
glistened with my strawberry lube, and even in Robert’s bigger hand, Adam’s penis looked dauntingly big. 


“We'll start you out with Robert, and then work up to Adam, is that okay?” 
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“Oh, that’s great,” she assented with a moan. “I want Robert to do me like that, too.” 


| crooked my finger to my husband and got out of his way. The three of us clustered around Irmgard, 
stroking and soothing her as Robert carefully pushed his prong up her butt. 


Irmgard winced when his head burst through. Robert held himself very still as she took deep breaths and 
adjusted to him. 


“Does it hurt, honey?” | asked quietly. 

“A little,” she grunted. “It’s okay. It’s good. Please don’t stop.” 

Robert inched forward and she opened up to him without difficulty after the strain of his initial penetration 
passed. Moisture welled up in the open splay of her pussy like a flower brimming with nectar, betraying 
her enthusiastic reception of Robert’s penis. 

“Oh God, Robert, you feel so big,” she moaned. 

| inserted two fingers into her vagina and gently massaged her G-spot. She was flowing with excitement. | 
could feel Robert’s penis through her perinneal wall. | rubbed her balls with my other hand, and lightly 
stroked her steely hard-on. Her glans began weeping again, and | rubbed her secretions all over her helmet 


with my thumb. She closed her eyes and smiled. 


Robert fucked Irmgard’s ass slowly and carefully, until she began moaning and shoving back. Then | put 
my hand on his shoulder. 


“I think she’s ready for Adam now, Robert.” 


He nodded, and with a wince of regret, pulled his cock free. Irmgard sighed, and made a moue of 
disappointment. Her asshole pouted with her, and then softly closed. 


| turned her around, and made her sit down on Adam with her back to him. Adam's penis was super-slick 
and | gripped it and aimed it at Irmgard’s tiny target. Robert reached around her with both hands to clutch 
meaty handfuls of her firm cheeks and spread them. 


“Sit back, honey,” | instructed. “That’s it ...” 


Adam and Irmgard both shivered when they made contact. As | had done before, with Irmgard’s penis, | 
swirled Adam’s enormous plum around her wet entrance, gradually relaxing her lips apart. 


Irmgard pushed back, and her anus yawned impossibly wide to envelop him. She swallowed the head, and 
her sphincter formed a tight seal below the corona. Irmgard whimpered as she took him. Her teeth bared 
and her face clenched in pain. 


“Careful honey ... slowly. Don’t take more than you can handle ...” 


She gave a jerky nod and one corner of her mouth lifted briefly, in what | supposed was a reassuring 
smile. Her breathing was deep and slow; in contrast, my heart was pounding a mile a minute. 


She let her breath out as she slowly and deliberately eased down his tower. She winced and stopped once 
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or twice, but then took a breath and proceeded. At the halfway mark, Robert released her buttocks, and 
her tight cheeks snapped back together around Adam’s prong with a jiggle and a quiver. 


Her cheeks spread again as she alighted atop the gingery nest of Adam’s pubic hair. He was so thick at 
the base that her bung looked stretched to the diameter of a beer coaster. 


She let out a deep, shaky sigh and actually gave a weak little laugh of success. 


“He’s in so deep ... | can’t believe how far up into me | can feel him ...” she sounded faint and yet so 
triumphant. 


Adam reached out and stroked her back. His hands roamed up and down; he squeezed and played with 
her buttocks. 


Irmgard took another breath as if to steel herself, and then began to move up and down. Her penis bobbed 
with her, keeping time like the arm of a horizontal metronome. It jutted out at least a foot, its pink- 
crimson spearhead jabbing toward the ceiling at the top of her engorged crescent. Robert got down on all 
fours and sucked it. He let her shove it in and out of his mouth with her movements. 


“Ooohhh ...” Irmgard sounded almost giddy. She braced her hands on her thighs, arched her back and 
really began to bounce. 


“Oh God,” Adam's teeth were clenched. “Oh God, Irmie, you feel so good.” 
“Ahhh ... ah, Adam, min älskling, so do you.” (She told me later that phrase meant, ‘my darling.’). 


A loud slurping sound escaped my husband’s lips, and Irmgard twitched and turned her attention to the 
man in front of her. 


“Oh Robert,” she keened, “that feels so good, too!” 


The temperature in the room climbed up again. | could have watched them all night. | loved watching 
Robert's generous, sexy mouth stretch wide over Irmgard’s Uber-cock as his cheeks imploded from 
sucking her. | loved watching Adam’s gleaming-wet salami slip in and out of Irmgard’s tush. | loved the 
smackings, slurpings, and other wet little noises their bodies made together. | loved the smell of musk, 
male and female, and the aromas of aroused pussy and semen. 


| sat back against the headboard and masturbated like a proper little voyeuse. | sighed. | knew that if | 
allowed things to carry on too much longer, people would start climaxing, and that would not do. We 
hadn't achieved all our objectives yet. It was time for another intervention. 


| moved around beside them and put a hand on Robert’s shoulder. 
“It’s time to fuck her pussy again, darling,” | whispered in his ear. 
He pulled his lips off her cock with a wet smack and gave me a jerky nod. Irmgard gave a plaintive whine 
of protest that made both of us smile. | took hold of her wet penis and gave a few friendly strokes to let 


her know we weren't completely heartless. 


Earlier, when Robert had brought the cleaning things to the bed, he thoughtfully remembered our little 
pump bottle of gel hand soap. It’s a mild antiseptic, which came in handy as | pumped out a good handful 
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of the stuff and then slapped it on Robert’s cock. | scrubbed him briskly, getting his cock up to full mast 
again and then cleaned him off with a wet washcloth. | re-oiled him with a dollop of our edible lube and 
turned to our young friends. 


“Irmgard,” | said softly, “please lean back.” 


Obediently, she lay back on top of Adam, who took her weight without any effort. Her breasts wobbled 

into her new posture and aimed their proud nipples at the ceiling. Her penis arched up over her belly, and 
hid her navel behind its head. 

Adam and Irmgard both spread their legs for us so Robert could hunker forward on his knees in between 
them. 


| was so completely in the moment, | wasn’t even thinking. | grabbed hold of Robert’s penis and pointed it 
beneath her big nutsack. | swabbed his glossy knob between the dewy petals of Irmgard’s vulva and felt 
her soft, wet flesh spread to accept him. 


Adam grunted, and Irmgard cried aloud as Robert sank into her. Her labia stretched into a wide circle 
around him. Her pretty face twisted into a grimace and Robert seized her legs behind her knees and lifted 
them. This gave him enough room to press his pelvis all the way into hers. | took hold of one of her 
hands, and she squeezed back so hard it hurt. 


It was mesmerizing. | watched those two huge pistons pump her hot holes and her penis bobbed and 
throbbed in time with them. Adam lunged and corkscrewed himself up her ass from below while Robert 
knelt upright and worked his hips back and forth. 


“Oh,” Irmgard cried out, sounding almost anguished. 


She squirmed between them with her head rolled back over Adam’s shoulder. Her breasts and the meat of 
her thighs quivered under their aggressive pounding. She reached up behind herself with her free hand to 
grip the headboard and used it as leverage to shove herself back harder upon the two cocks invading her. 


She began babbling in Swedish. Pre-cum oozed from the split of her glans, forming a silvery pool on her 
diaphragm and flowing down to fill her navel. Her cock-head flared imperiously, as though demanding 
attention and | decided | had been an observer long enough. 


Without letting go of Irmgard’s hand, | swung a leg over her, and heaved myself up into the saddle. With 
my back to Robert and my feet planted firmly astraddle Irmgard and Adam, | bent my knees deeply, and 
lowered my crotch to hers. | fumbled between my legs and found that both Adam and Robert had beaten 
me to it. They were gripping and lifting Irmgard’s mighty penis into position. Her eyes and mouth were 
wide as saucers as | came down on her, and she slid straight up into my vagina with juicy ease. 


My body welcomed her back with a rush of happiness that left me light-headed and wobbly. | couldn't get 
over how big she was, how widely and deeply she opened me. Her head bunched up against my cervix as 
my ass touched down atop her balls, and | felt a pleasant ache from the fullness; | knew | would be sore 
as hell the next day. 


| focussed and began humping my beautiful friend with a vengeance. My time on the Stairmasters really 
paid off that night, as | thrust up and down in a tireless succession of power-squats on Irmie’s huge dick. 


We all moved together, falling into sync with each other in another one of those trippy moments of 
perfect, nonverbal communication. We wiggled, bounced, and shoved in perfect harmony, and we could 
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all feel our collective pleasure race up the incline toward the peak. 
“Behag ge mig mer,” babbled Irmgard, “Jag älska den!” (“Give it to me, | love it!”). 


Then we were all beyond words. Heavy moans filled the bedroom, male and female, and | couldn’t 
recognize my own voice amid the din. Robert’s belly kept smacking my buttocks and someone’s hands - | 
have no idea whose - gripped and mauled my breasts like they were trying to tear them off. It drove me 
wild. 


Then our discipline just melted, and we fucked savagely, totally out of control in the imminence of our 
climaxes. 


And then, simultaneously, we exploded. Irmgard shrieked as she shot off in me like a volcano. My whole 
body quaked as her erupting sperm lofted me onto the smashing waves my own orgasm. Adam cried out 
and Robert roared like a lion as they slammed their hips into poor Irmgard, shooting pints of man-seed into 
her. 


Ah Diary, it was one of those rare, perfect moments. We couldn’t have planned it. It just happened. We 
all collapsed, and I’m afraid Adam got the worst of it; Irmgard flopped back onto him, and | flopped onto 
Irmgard. He seemed very happy, though. 


“Oof,” he smiled. “Buried alive under a pile of women! | can die a happy man.” 

There was a lot of wincing and gasping as we pulled various sensitive members from various sensitive 
orifices, and then we all sighed and arranged ourselves all more or less comfortably lying across each 
other. 


xe 


We should have been exhausted. We should have gone right to sleep, but we didn’t. We talked, dazed 
and a little shaky from the depth of our experience. We didn’t want to break our contact. Hands stroked 
me, and | stroked my husband and lovers in return. 


Irmgard whispered something into my ear, and | replied, “Don’t worry about it. I'll give you a morning- 
after pill tomorrow.” 


“Irmgard,” Adam said, “I have to ask finally ... what is the deal with your penis?” 
“The ‘deal?’” she asked, a little furrow of confusion creasing her brow. 


“How did you come to have it?” | clarified. | was curious myself. “Surely your family must have looked 
into the cause of it, when you were a baby.” 


“No.” she shook her head. “It ... ” Irmgard frowned as if she were trying to find the correct words in 
English, “it runs in my family. It’s a family secret. It’s something that happens once every other 
generation.” 


“What was the cause of it? Originally?” asked Robert quietly. 


“No one knows.” She shrugged a bare shoulder. “There is an old story, though. Like a fairy tale. My 
mother told it to me when | was old enough to start asking why all the other little girls didn’t have 
penises.” 
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“Could we hear it?” | asked. 
Irmgard paused. She stared at the ceiling, as though collecting her thoughts from the stucco. “All right.” 


She was silent again for a minute, and then began. 


xe 


“Once upon a time,” Irmgard said dreamily, “many centuries ago, in a small Swedish village on the edge 
of the great glacier, there was a boy who was so strong, so brave and so handsome he was beloved by 
his entire town. At fifteen he could cut down a tree with one blow of his axe, and whenever he bathed in 
the stream, the young girls would always spy on him because his body was so beautiful. They would 
especially admire his male member because it was so large and perfectly shaped.” 


| had to fight down a snicker; everyone else was listening, enthralled, to Irmgard’s oddly formal recitation. 


“This boy’s parents had died in a great fire that had claimed many lives. His grandmother, the eldest 
woman of the village, whom some called witch and others called wise, raised him. He was as kind and 
honest as he was strong, and for this, his grandmother loved him especially.” 


| noticed her fingers were unconsciously playing with Adam’s hair as she spoke. Her eyes were far away. 


“In this same village, there was a beautiful young girl, the most beautiful in all the land. She was so 
perfectly formed that it made old men feel young again. Her eyes were as blue as a midsummer sky, and 
her hair as gold as honey. 


The young boy fell in love with her, which upset his grandmother greatly, because this girl, unlike the boy, 
was vain and foolish. This girl desired the boy not for his many virtues, or even because he was good- 
looking, but because as the most strong and handsome young man around, she felt it was only her right 
that she have him. 


Well, the young man ignored all the warnings of his grandmother and began courting his new love. 


Now, near their village was a great mountain, and on the top of the mountain, well above the clouds, was 
an enchanted grove of rose bushes. Many legends were spoken of this grove. It was whispered that the 
attar of these roses, properly extracted, would turn anything dipped in it to gold. 


The vain and foolish young girl was also very greedy. She deliberately toyed with the affections of the 
young man until he asked that she set a task for him to prove his love for her, and win her hand, for good 
and all. She promptly told him to bring her a garland of roses from the magic grove. 


Now, the boy’s grandmother tried to reason with him, stating that no one who had ever tried to climb the 
mountain had lived. It slopes were too steep and its paths too treacherous. When that failed, she begged 
and pleaded that he reconsider and find himself a plainer, less demanding wife, one who would not put 
him at risk for her own benefit. It was all to no avail. 


The boy set out, and shortly thereafter, a terrible blizzard descended upon the village. It was the worst 
storm in a century. They were snowbound for weeks. The old woman was sick with worry for her 
grandson, imagining him toiling up the dangerous slopes in such weather. 


When they finally dug themselves out, a search party, led by the boy’s grandmother, headed out to find 
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their young hero. As they approached the foothills of the great mountain, they saw a figure approach 
through the blue haze of snow. It was the boy, and the blizzard had frozen him nearly solid. He could 
barely move. His skin was blue with cold and frost glittered on him from head to toe. 


No sooner had they seen him than he collapsed, and they hurried to him just in time to see the steam from 
his last breath disperse. They all saw that he had completed his mission; there was a garland of frosty 
pink roses clutched in his icy fist. 


The old woman fell to her knees and tried to revive him, but he was beyond all her arts. Realizing he was 
dead and gone, she wept and howled and tore out her hair in grief. 


At that unfortunate moment, the beautiful young girl approached with others from the village. The sight of 
her quickly turned the old woman’s grief to rage. 


She snatched up the garland of magic flowers from her grandson’s dead hand and struck the girl with 
them, pronouncing a terrible curse as she did. 


‘You cannot have him now, for he is dead,’ she said, weeping in her fury, ‘but you shall have a part of 
him, aye, the best part. And you shall die alone, as | will!’” 


Irmgard took a breath. She looked like she was trying to remember, or maybe she was finding it difficult 
to say this. No one pressed her, and she continued. Even | was spellbound by then. 


“The young girl ran off in terror and shame. She had her family lock all their doors, as she well knew the 
town would rightly blame her for their hero’s death. But the town was in mourning; no one came breaking 
down their door in the night. Many of the townsfolk rather pondered upon the old woman’s strange curse, 
and shuddered as they wondered what it might mean. 


The next morning the entire town awoke to the screams of the beautiful young girl. The old woman’s 
curse had taken hold during the night. When she woke up, she discovered her body had changed; 
between her legs, where there had previously been only what any woman has, was now an enormous 
male member and great hairy balls. She still had all her female parts, but the male parts hid them. Her 
penis was, in fact, an exact twin to the one that the young girls of the village had so often admired 
swinging low between the legs of their now-dead hero. The old woman had indeed given her the best part 
of her lost grandson. The girl’s horror was great, for she realized that she, who had previously been the 
most sought-after girl in all the land, was now a wretched freak that no man would want.” 


Irmgard’s voice broke, and she looked down. Adam reached over and stroked her hand. She smiled at him 
and went on. 


“The young girl stood stunned, staring at herself in the mirror. She heard someone outside and looked out 
her window. The old woman was there, staring at her through the trees. 


“May you enjoy your beauty, for now no man will,’ the old woman said. 
‘Undo this, old Witch,’ the girl cried. 
‘No,’ she answered. ‘You will carry this burden of guilt for as long as you live. May the pain of your 


solitude match the pain of my lonely old age, with no grandson or great-grandchildren to comfort me or 
bury me when my time comes.’ 
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And with that, the old woman went into the woods and was never seen again.” 
Irmgard stopped. Then she broke from her storytelling voice. 


“There’s really no happy ending,” she told us apologetically. “The common version is that the girl spent 
the rest of her life locked in an attic, and died mad of guilt and loneliness at an early age. The other 
version, the one my family taught me, was that the girl ran off to a distant city. There, she found a blind 
merchant, a wealthy widower, whom she seduced and married. She took advantage of his blindness, 
permitting him to make love to her only from the back, so he never found out her secret. Apparently, the 
curse didn’t affect her womb, because she conceived by him, and her descendants are still alive today.” 


She smiled sadly. 


“The old woman’s curse springs up every other generation or so. They say it always comes upon on girls 
who are otherwise beautiful.” She looked away and reddened a bit. 


“They got that right,” Adam said softly, and | could have kissed him. Irmgard gave him a grateful look. 
Then she took another deep breath and took up her storytelling voice again. Only now, she sounded much 
more fragile. 


“Once upon a time,” she said, “there was a young girl from a small town in Sweden who had a terrible 
secret. When she was fourteen, she fell in love with a boy visiting from Stockholm. He seemed so kind 
and gentle; she thought because he came from such a large city that he would be more open-minded and 
accepting then the local dolts of her village. She felt she could confide everything in him. 


So she did. 


It turned out he wasn’t so nice. Her secret, once she showed it to him, disgusted and frightened him, 
even made him jealous because it was bigger than his was. He said mean things about her, betrayed her 
secret to the entire town, and even got her name in the papers.” 


The rest of us took a collective breath. A tear trickled down Irmgard’s cheek. 


“It got so bad, her family had to move to America to get away from the scandal and gossip. Though the 
girl tells her new friends it was because her father was promoted.” 


She started crying again, but kept talking. 


“The girl,” she sobbed, “finds it so hard to trust anyone. Even when her heart tells her it’s all right to trust 


n" 


Adam took hold of Irmgard’s soft penis and wagged it back and forth, until it began to inflate. She 
stopped crying like he’d thrown a switch and looked at him. 


“And then,” he said, in a voice that was more clear and mature than I’d ever heard from him before, “she 
met a beautiful woman, her husband, and a boy from down the street. They learned her secret, but they 
weren't disgusted or frightened. They knew she was a sweet girl at heart, and they didn’t care that she 
was different. They found her differences beautiful. They accepted her. And the boy really wants her to 
be his girlfriend, even if she is a year or two older. She’s what he’s been looking for all his life.” 


Irmgard’s mouth was open and her eyes were wet. She couldn't say anything; she just stared at Adam. 
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My hand joined Adam's around Irmgard’s hot, sticky pole. It was stiff as steel. 
| said firmly, “And the woman and her husband want her and her boyfriend to remain in their lives.” 


Robert’s eyes met mine and he nodded his approval. His hand encircled Irmgard’s penis above mine. There 
was plenty of room for our three fists along the length of her penis. 


Together, we stroked her off as one, watched her swell up, and felt her stiffen. Her sweaty chest began 
heaving. 


“And they all lived happily ever after?” she asked, her voice tight with emotion and arousal. 


“Yes,” we told her and with a sweet cry of surrender, Irmgard came. It was simply breathtaking; | thought 
that first spurt would hit the ceiling. It was like a geyser. We put our heads together around the head of 
her prick with our mouths open to enjoy her creamy fountain. She writhed in orgasm, and | can’t tell you 
how erotic it was to watch her shooting and squirming. She came on all of our faces, the darling, and we 
had a great time licking each other clean. Each of us gave her cock a good strong suck to make sure we'd 
gotten every drop. 


*** 


There was more that night, Diary, but it’s all a blur now. | dimly remember that my pussy was too sore for 
any more fucking, so all three poured lube into the valley between my breasts, and then took turns 
fucking my big boobs. They all grabbed big handfuls of tit and squashed me together around their cocks, 
making a nice soft warm bed for their cocks to ride. They used me for their pleasure, and | took great 
satisfaction in that. Irmgard came first, shooting great sticky strings all over my face and the sight set off 
Robert and Adam, as they knelt masturbating on either side of me. | have a vague recollection of all these 
flying strands of sperm catching the light as the boys let fly. They absolutely covered my face with cum. 
No porn star was ever more thoroughly stickied than | was that night. 


| drifted off at one point, and some time later Adam gently shook me awake. 


“You don’t want to miss this,” he whispered, his own voice hoarse from sleep, “Robbie’s taking Irmgard 
up his ass.” 


| didn’t want to miss it. Oddly, what | remember the clearest about that first time Irmgard opened up 
Robert was her face. The looks of sweet pleasure fading back and forth into demonic fury as her hips beat 
my husband’s muscular, resilient buttocks like a drum. The wonder and glory of her own power. She was 
a wild, indefatigable sexual force of nature: half angel, half slut. She was endlessly giving, endlessly virile, 
and tyrannically lustful in her frenzy. 


*** 


Oh Diary, | know that there's no such thing as happy endings in real life, but right now my heart is so full 
and complete | could believe anything is possible. | know that my sense of what is possible expanded 
greatly when Irmgard came into my life. I’m almost ready to believe in magic garlands and ancient spells 
now. 


So much of this has been completely beyond my experience, Diary. It’s like all these pages from 
somebody else’s much more exciting life somehow got copied over into mine. | keep waiting to wake up 
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from this dream, and yet | hope | never do. | feel like I’m out in unknown space with no maps to guide 
me, but | feel exhilarated instead of terrified. Isn't that strange? 


Much Later 


Irmgard’s family seems a little stunned by all of this. We haven’t told them the full extent of her 
relationship with Robert and me, as they seem befuddled enough by the fact that she’s found a boyfriend 
who accepts her as she is. | don’t think they know what to make of Adam, but they’ve been good about 
it. 


Irmgard and Adam go out most nights, but usually only for as long as it takes to drive over to our house. 
We have the most wonderful times together. Some nights they actually do go out and do what all 
teenagers do on dates: go to movies, the mall, etc., but sooner or later, they come over here to have sex. 
If it’s late at night and Robert and | are asleep, they quietly let themselves in and use the guest room in 
the basement. If it’s early and we're still up, then we all pile into bed together. 


The two of them are like the children Robert and | never had, but with great sexual benefits. We all went 
out to dinner yesterday, and | heard one of the diners at another table say, ‘what a beautiful family.’ | felt 
flattered and very proud. 


Another bonus of our new life is that | have finally kicked my smoking habit, for good and all. Having my 
choice of three big dicks to put in my mouth every time | had a craving will do that. Better than nicotine 
gum any day. 


| must close you now, Diary, as Irmgard is giving us a fashion show in a second. We bought her a wicked 
blood-red garter-belt-and-stocking set for her birthday and | can’t wait to see how delicious her cock looks 
framed by garters and hose. | sense another pile-up coming, and from the pink in her cheeks as she 
scampered off to the bedroom to change, Irmgard does too. 

Bye for now. Many kisses. 


| love you. 


The End 
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